m^m.^ 


^ 


Wf 


'm::^mj 


^t^^xmc. 


'     ■■■'■  --^-._:-><?^j 


Jfc-f ;  -s- 


"LI  B  RAR.Y 

OF   THE 
U  N  IVLRSITY 
or    ILLI  NOIS 


6Z3 
CSS  5  b 
V.  3 


THE  BEAUCLERCS 

FATHER   AND    SON. 


CHAELES  CLAEKE, 

AUTHOK   OF    "  CHARLIE    THORNHILL,"'    "  WHICH    IS    THE    WINNER,"    &e.    &C. 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 
VOL.    III. 


LONDON : 

CHAPMAN  AND  HALL,  193,  PICCADILLY 

1867. 


LONI>ON  : 
l-UIXXKb  BY  (.:.  WHITING,  BEAl  KOKl  HOLsE,  STKASI. 


^•3 


CONTENTS  OF  VOL.  III. 


CHAPTER  I.  PAGE 

Frank  fulfils  his  Intentions 1 

CHAPTER  II. 
A  Short  Sermon 13 

CHAPTER  II  [. 
Rotten  Row 27 

CHAPTER  IV. 
Prevention  retter  than  Cure 54 

CHAPTER  V. 

Homicidal  Tendencies 79 

CHAPTER  VI. 

Our  World,  and  what  it  says  of  us  .        .        .        .  100 

CHAPTER  VII. 
Sir  Nicholas  Pompadour,  and  what  he  did  for  us   ,  118 


IV  CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 
Fka.nk's  new  Friend  at  Court 139 

CHAPTER  IX. 
Another  Phase  of  the  Tender  Passion     .        .        .163 

CHAPTER  X. 

A  Drive  on  the  Cliff 183 

CHAPTER  XL 
The  Colonel  comes  to  Grief 217 

CHAPTER  XII. 
A  Perfect  Cure 237 

CHAPTER  XIII. 
One  more  Trial,  but  the  Last 261 


THE  BEAUCLERCS,  FATHER  AND  SON. 


CHAPTER  I. 

FEA^'K  FULFILS  IIIS  INTENTIONS. 

Probitas  laudatur  ct  alget. — Juvenal. 

Candlelight  appeared  to  Frank  Beauclerc  a 
pleasanter  light  for  the  fulfilment  of  his  intention  : 
and  not  too  much  of  that.  He  dressed  himself 
for  dinner,  and  found  the  house  for  the  first  time 
literally  left  to  his  father  and  himself.  It  was  the 
nature  of  the  elder  Beauclerc  to  be  a  little  low- 
spirited  after  company.  Then  his  manner  assumed 
a  softness  and  gentleness  which  was  more  attrac- 
tive than  ordinary.  Frank  delighted  in  it ;  though 
now  he  felt  as  if  he  could  have  better  endured 

VOL.  III.  B 
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something  harder,  something  exacting  in  his  father : 
it  woukl  have  made  his  task  easier.  One  comfort 
to  him,  at  all  events,  was  that  he  need  no  longer 
act  a  part :  so  he  walked  down  to  dinner  in  a 
moody  silence,  which  the  Colonel  almost  hoped 
was  caused  by  the  absence  of  Lady  Evelyn.  He 
was  too  wise  to  say  so,  but  he  was  not  wise  enough 
to  understand  the  vigour  of  Frank's  character,  or 
to  believe  in  his  constancy. 

"  I'm  glad  you  like  the  new  hack,  Frank :  let's 
have  a  glass  of  champagne." 

"  I  like  the  hack  very  much.  I  suppose  you'll 
send  him  up  to  town  next  week  ?  " 

'^  If  vou  ve  nothino;  to  do  down  here,  we  mav  as 
well  go  up  on  ^londay :  the  servants  can  go,  now 
there's  nobody  here  but  ourselves.  I  want  you  to 
make  arrangements  for  the  Derby  week,  unless 
you  mean  to  go  down  on  the  drag." 

"  I  shall  hardly  have  joined  by  that  time.*' 

Xeither  the  Colonel  nor  Frank  were  doing  jus- 
tice to  the  cook  whom  they  had  cnnjaired.  Thev 
emptied  their  glasses,  however,  with  much  regu- 
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larity,  so  the  butler  liacl  little  or  notliing  to  com- 
plain of. 

Then  the  Colonel  began  again.  He  had  or- 
ganised a  regular  season  in  town,  and  he  regarded 
Frank  as  the  companion  of  all  his  amusements. 
He  was  to  lionise  him — to  show  him  the  new 
beauties  of  the  season  ;  to  take  him  to  Greenwich 
and  Eichmond.  They  were  to  search  Wardour- 
street  too;ether :  the  Colonel  wanted  some  oak 
carving  and  some  old  china.  He  was  to  go  with 
him  the  round  of  the  livery-stables,  where  it  was 
certain  no  one  would  be  so  welcome  to  the  dealers 
in  horseflesh  as  the  good-looking  Colonel ;  and, 
"  Frank,  my  boy,  if  you  can  get  an  extension  of 
leave,  or  get  out  of  the  service  altogether,  we'll  go 
to  the  Baths  ;"  and  I  think  the  Colonel  would  have 
been  quite  as  welcome  at  Homburg  and  Baden  as 
among  the  great  Piccadilly  dealers,  and  would  have 
paid  his  footing  at  a  greater  cost.  But  the  great 
object  of  all  was  to  wean  him  thoroughly  from  his 
attachment  to  Violet,  and  to  settle  him  and  marry 
him  out  of  hand. 

B  2 
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Frank  listened  in  painful  silence  to  all  these 
plans,  which  "were  to  have  given  his  father  such 
satisfaction,  and  of  which  he  was  to  have  partaken. 
At  last  the  hutler  put  the  claret  upon  the  table, 
and  left  the  room.  Frank  got  up,  walked  to  the 
fireplace,  stirred  it  restlessly,  and  then  sat  down 
with  his  back  to  the  light. 

"Frank,  what's  the  matter?  You  don't  seem 
quite  up  to  the  mark."  The  Colonel  had  not  been 
that  himself  for  some  time.  "  Anything  I  can  do 
for  you  ?  Money  wrong  ?  Bad  book  on  the 
Derby,  my  boy  ?  The  scratching  of  those  two 
early  favourites  has  put  a  good  many  fellows  in 
the  hole." 

Frank  almost  smiled  at  these  very  characteristic 
suppositions  to  account  for  his  lowness  of  spirits, 
which,  thanks  to  his  determination,  ought  not  to 
have  been  apparent.  "  Xo,  my  dear  father :  no- 
thins  of  the  sort.  I  should  think  I  never  bet  a 
pony  at  one  time  in  my  life,  and  I  can  hardly 
want  much  after  your  liberality."  And  as  a  sudden 
recollection  of  liow^  much  he  owed  to  him,   and 
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wliat  an  instinctive  sort  of  affection  he  had  borne 
to  him  even  during  their  long  separation,  a  curious 
revulsion  of  feeling  came  over  him,  and  he  said, 
looldng  away  from  the  light,  "  No,  sir  ;  but  I  have 
done  wrong:  and  I  have  been  properly  punished 
for  my  disobedience." 

"  Wrong,  Frank :  never ! "  The  Colonel  re- 
garded right  and  wrong  by  results. 

"  I  have  had  no  patience  :  but  you  would  have 
told  me  had  I  waited.  I  wish  you  had  told  me 
before." 

"  My  boy,  don't  talk  in  that  way."  For  Frank's 
voice  had  become  dry  and  husky  as  he  approached 
the  subject  he  dreaded.  ^'  You  make  me  unhappy. 
I  would  have  done  anything" — and  the  Colonel 
rose,  and  put  his  hand  on  his  son's  shoulder — "  I 
would  have  done  anything  in  the  world  to  assist 
you."     The  Colonel  was  still  harping  upon  money. 

"  No  man  could  have  helped  me  :  no  man  could 
have  undone  what  was  already  done." 

"  But  you  don't  say  what  it  is,  boy.  Surely  I 
can  help  you  now."    The  Colonel  looked  at  Frank, 
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and  -was  sui-prised  to  see  the  difference,  the  air  of 

disappointment  and  pain,  that  was  on  his  son's 
face. 

"  And  I  have  made  other  sufferers  as  well  as 
myself;  but,  sir,  you  must  answer  me  truthfully 
and  courageously — it  is  the  only  solace  that  re- 
mains to  me  to  know  the  worst.  I  shall  do  the 
rest." 

"  Only  tell  me  what  it  is,"  said  Colonel  Beau- 
clcrc,  resuming  his  seat,  and  not  comprehending 
his  son. 

"  I  have  often  talked  to  you  about  Violet 
Carloss  :  never,  perhaps,  with  sufficient  openness  : 
I  never  told  you,  sir,  how  much  I  loved  her.  Did 
I  make  you  understand  I  was  positively  engaged 
to  her  ?  "  Here  Frank  looked  up,  and  as  the  light 
of  his  eyes  fell  upon  Colonel  Beauclerc's  face,  a 
light  broke  in  upon  his  intelligence  also.  He  was 
no  lono-er  at  a  loss  to  understand  the  sio;ns.  As 
Frank  looked  at  him,  he  shaded  his  eyes,  and  the 
lower  part  of  his  face  was  of  an  ashy  paleness. 
His  mouth  twitched  slightly ;  and  the  veins  in  his 
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hand  wliicli  rested  on  his  knee  were  knotted  and 
nervous. 

"  Never/'  said  he,  beneath  his  breath. 

"It  was  wrong.  I  thought  you  would  have 
understood  it."  The  fact  is,  that  the  Colonel  did 
not  at  all  understand  the  principles  of  Frank's 
actions.  Frank  went  on.  "  I  saw  Madame  Rosen- 
fels  was  against  the  match.  I  began  to  understand 
her  little  motives.  She  could  not  afford  to  give  up 
her  income.  What  would  her  income  have  mattered 
to  us  ?  By  degrees  you  seemed  to  doubt  the  pru- 
dence of  it ;  jMadame  may  have  been  talking :  or, 
my  dear  father,  you  fondly  hoped  to  see  me  the 
husband  of  my  cousin.  It  was  a  fine  position,  and 
many  young  men  would  have  been  proud  of  the 
sugccestion.     I  was  not." 

"AYould,"  thought  the  Colonel,  "that  I  had 
been  as  honest  as  he.  But,  my  boy,  you  have  not 
disobeyed  me :  you  have  not  done  wrong :  }-ou 
have  listened  to  my  suggestions;  and  all  will  go 
right.  Never  mind  about  Lady  Evelyn."  The 
Colonel  was  walking  up  and  down  the  room  now. 
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"But  I  mind  about  Violet.  I  have  disobeyed 
you,  sir,  and  I  came  down  liere  on  purpose  to  tell 
you.  I  persuaded  her  and  myself  that  we  ought  to 
be  manied." 

The  Colonel  here  stopped  in  his  walk,  and  took 
a  glass  of  sheny  from  the  table  :  now  his  face  was 
as  white  as  a  sheet;  but,  recovering  himself,  he 
walked  to  the  side  of  the  table  on  which  Frank  was 
sitting,  and  said,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  "  '  ^larried  I' 
'  Married  ! '  But  you  didn't  many  her?  Frank, 
my  boy,  you  have  disobeyed  me.  There  are  cir- 
cumstances ;  but  you  have  not  married  her  ?  " 

"  iSTo  !  I  have  not  married  her." 

"  Thank  God,  thank  God  for  that  :  nor  must 
you,"  he  continued,  without  noticing  the  inter- 
ruption. 

"But  the  banns  were  forbidden.  JSTow,  my 
father,  tell  me  the  truth.  AYas  it  true  ?  Is  Violet 
your  daughter  ?  or  has  ^ladame  been  hing  ?  " 

In  a  moment  of  time  his  want  of  candour,  and 
the  whole  circumstances  of  his  sin,  above  all  the 
reticence  of  Madame  Rosenfels,  occurred  to  him. 
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And  the  first  and  tlie  last  appeared  to  him  as  the 
greater  wickedness.  Why  had  he  never  guarded 
against  its  results  ?  Now  only  he  knew  the  extent 
of  the  mischief  he  had  done.  He  came  to  his  son, 
he  put  his  hand  round  his  shoulder,  and  asked  his 
foroiveness  for  an  offence  which  his  world  con- 
sidered  rather  a  misfortune  than  a  sin.  Frank 
groaned  aloud. 

"For  God's  sake,  sir,  get  up.  I  have  nothing 
to  forgive  to  you.  I  have  been  unhappy  in  my 
love.  But  for  her,  poor  child !  I  do  feel.  I  am 
young  and  strong,  and  have  my  profession,  and  a 
thousand  things  to  divert  me.  But  for  Violet  it  is 
hard  to  bear." 

"My  boy,  my  boy,  I  have  ruined  you.  God 
knows  how  unwittingly.  These  things  happen  in 
the  world,  Frank  :  and  God  does  not  punish  all  as 
he  has  punished  me.  But  you,  my  boy,  will  not 
forsake  me,  desjnse  me " 

"  I,  my  dear  father  ?  No.  There,  sir"— and  he 
kissed  his  father's  forehead — "be  comforted.  I 
know  the  world  in  which  men  live  rcij^ards  these 
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faults  witli  a  lenient  eye.     Yon,  like  others,  have 

been  tempted " 

"  No,  Frank ;  I  was  the  tempter  :  I  repaid  her 
attention  to  me,  when  on  a  sick  couch,  by  destroy- 
ing the  happiness  of  her  married  life,  or  at  least 
shaking  the  confidence  whicli  her  husband  reposed 
in  her.  This  Madame  Rosenfels  was  her  intimate 
friend,  a  sort  of  companion  during  the  long  absences 
of  Major  Carloss.  She  has  the  proofs :  she  re- 
ceived the  confession  :  and  to  her  the  Major  en- 
trusted the  child  which  he  had  reason  to  believe 
was  not  his  own.  Of  all  this  I  was  imiorant  till  a 
few  weeks  ago."  The  room  had  become  darker ; 
neither  father  nor  son  trusted  himself  to  look  at 
the  other,  and  both  felt  that  the  sooner  this  painful 
confession  was  got  through,  the  better  it  would  be 
for  both  of  them.  "  It  is  one  of  those  things, 
Frank,  that  has  brought  its  own  punishment." 
The  Colonel  was  verv  much  averse  to  lookino-  at  it 
as  a  sin  in  its  true  light.  "  It  has  brought  pain 
and  sorrow  to  you,  my  bo}',  at  an  age  when  all 
should  have  been  the  reverse.     God  knows,  if  I 
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could  undo  the  evil  I  liave  done,  how  wilUngly  I 
would  do  so ;  but  I  can't,  I  can't :  and  now, 
Frank,  I  must  witness  the  effects  of  the  ruin  I 
have  wrought."  That,  too,  was  another  disagree- 
able view  of  it  to  a  selfish  man.  "We  must  go  to 
town  on  ^ionday  :  then  we  must  think  what  can 
be  done.  Poor  Violet !  Ah !  Frank,  I  knew 
nothing  of  this  story  till  I  came  down  here ;  and 
now  you  know  why  I  would  have  given  a  hand  or 
a  foot  to  have  welcomed  Lady  Evelyn  as  a 
daughter-in-law."  The  Colonel  sat  in  a  chair 
with  his  back  to  the  light,  and  his  face  was  red 
enough  now. 

"  You  knew  nothing  of  this  in  India,  sir :  no- 
thing before  you  came  here  ?  " 

"  Do  you  think  it  was  likely,  Frank,  or  should 
I  have  thrown  you  and  Violet  together  as  I  have 
done  ?  God  forgive  me ! "  The  Colonel  had  those 
religious  feelings  which  are  common  to  the  society 
in  which  he  lived,  to  a  very  great  degree  :  on  the 
present  occasion  the  exclamation  meant  some- 
thing. 
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"  And  you  are  sure  Madame  Eosenfels  is  telling 
you  the  tnitli  ?  " 

"  I  cannot,  I  must  not,  doubt  it."  And  liis  eyes 
were  quite  full  of  tears. 

^^  Then  God  help  us  both  I "  groaned  Frank. 
^'  Its  hard  to  bear  at  first,  and  you'll  forgive  me, 
sir." 

Frank  rose  to  his  full  height :  swallowed  a 
glass  of  sherry  :  stooped  down  and  once  more  affec- 
tionately kissed  his  father's  forehead,  and  walked 
out  of  the  room.     He  was  gone  for  the  night. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

A      SHORT      SERMON". 

Lenior  et  melior  fis  accedente  senecta. 

HoR.    Lib.  ii.  Ep.  ii. 

Fr.vnk  liad  surmounted  a  difficulty,  but,  like 
the  gentleman  in  the  same  position  on  the  Glacier 
de  Taconnay,  or  on  Monte  Rosa,  it  was  only  to 
discover  another,  without  the  same  prospective 
advantages  to  repay  him.  There  could  be  no 
doubt  that  his  was  a  misfortune  not  to  be  judged 
by  ordinary  rules.  Insurmountable,  inevitable : 
he  felt  profoundly  miserable.  The  thing  of  all 
others  at  the  moment  which  most  perplexed  him 
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was  the  necessity  of  an  explanation  to  Violet 
and  lier  brother,  and  the  impossibility  of  the 
true  one. 

This  was  doubly  hard  upon  a  man  unaccus- 
tomed to  deceit,  and  wont  to  say,  somewhat 
abruptly,  what  he  thought.  Still,  explanation 
was  impossible;  and,  if  Madame  Kosenfels  kept 
her  counsel,  he  must  keep  his  father's  secret. 

That  lady  had  no  intention  of  mo^dng  hand  or 
foot  in  the  matter.  Her  present  view  was  simple 
enough  :  comprehensible,  as  they  say,  to  the 
meanest  capacity.  She  had  retained  her  income  : 
the  first  consideration.  She  was  quite  satisfied 
that  Violet  was  sufficiently  in  love  with  Frank, 
and  not  likely  to  make  herself  acceptable  to  any 
one  else  :  that  was  another  consideration.  She 
had  borrowed  and  squandered,  in  foolish  specula- 
tion, a  good  portion  of  her  ward's  trust-money, 
which  she  was  not  likely  to  be  called  upon  to 
account  for  for  some  time  to  come :  that  was  as 
essential  to  her  comfort  as  the  other  two. 
"  Quieta  non  movere"  would  have  been  her  motto, 
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had  she  only  understood  it.  She  certainly  had  no 
intention  of  enterino;  into  details. 

Neither  Frank  nor  the  Colonel  could  well 
inform  brother  or  sister  of  the  terrible  mystery 
that  was  embittering  the  lives  of  two  innocent 
persons.  That  was  quite  clear.  They  were  sure 
to  say  nothing  :  and  yet  some  sort  of  explanation 
must  be  given :  were  they  always  to  live  in  this 
way  ? 

Frank  would  look  forward  :  all  strono;  minds 
will  do  so.  Pie  looked  out  of  the  present  night, 
because  nothing  could  be  darker ;  and  the  prospect 
he  saw  beyond  him  had  a  chequered  kind  of  light : 
it  was  without  much  hope,  l^ut  with  some 
comfort. 

He  wondered  whether  the  time  might  not  come 
when  Violet  would  be  to  him  as  a  sister.  He 
would  watch  her  at  a  distance,  promote  her  happi- 
ness ;  and  a  time  might  come  when  they  could 
see  each  other  in  the  mikler  rays  of  a  subdued 
affection.  Many  a  man,  on  that  bitter  night, 
would  have  murmured  curses  on  his  own  or  his 


16     THE  BEAUCLERCS,  FATHER  AND  SON". 

father's  liead — would  liave  given  himself  up  to 
evil  courses,  have  tried  on  the  Corsair  habit  and 
fled  his  home  and  his  duties.  Thank  Heaven  ! 
that  is  not  the  temperament  of  a  true  Englishman. 
He  would  now  wait  and  watch  for  the  sake  of  the 
poor  ghd  whom  he  had  unwittingly  injured :  and 
he  would  go  where  his  duty  called  him  in  justice 
to  himself. " 

These  were  hard  resolutions  to  keep :  but  he 
prayed  that  he  might  keep  them :  and  they  were 
kept. 

In  the  mean  time  something  must  be  done.  He 
wrote  a  long  letter  to  Violet :  in  which  she  per- 
ceived a  more  gentle,  winning  tone  :  a  soothing 
voice  as  of  one  about  to  inflict  pain,  unwillingly, 
for  the  patient's  good.  She  could  better  have 
endured  his  wonted  curtness  of  style  :  which,  if  it 
sometimes  wanted  tenderness,  never  lacked  truth. 
He  was  the  only  person  who  had  never  spoilt  her. 
The  letter  explained  nothing,  but  counselled 
patience  and  time,  the  grand  consolers  of  all 
human  ills. 
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Reginald  Carloss  was  a  difficulty.  It  was 
scarcely  to  be  expected  that  he  would  regard  the 
matter  in  the  same  light  as  his  sister.  Could  he 
write  the  truth  to  him?  Certainly  not.  Could 
he  frame  a  falsehood  which  would  be  surely  inves- 
tigated? Even  as  little.  Could  he  leave  him 
under  the  unjust  impressions  which  he  would 
naturally  form  from  the  present  state  of  affairs  ? 
Even  least  of  all.  What  was  to  be  done,  then  ? 
He  would  not  write  at  all  :  but  trust  to  the 
chapter  of  accidents  for  his  conduct.  He  should 
be  in  town  directly. 

It  was  a  strange  reliance  upon  Providence :  as 
to  any  heed  or  forethought,  however,  that  formed 
no  part  of  the  scheme;  there  he  was  sadly  defi- 
cient. Frank  saw  the  breakers  ahead ;  but  they 
were  too  indistinct  for  him  yet  to  decide  upon  his 
course ;  he  rather  tried  to  anchor  in  deep  water. 

For  the  Colonel,  he  had  never  thought  very 
seriously  of  anything  before.  As  to  the  result 
or  event  of  any  of  his  actions,  such  an  idea  had 
never  entered  his  head ;  and  now  it  had  rather 
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entered  lils  heart.  Xot  tliat  lie  half  realised  the 
situation.  As  to  repentance,  he  coidd  only  be 
said  to  regret  that  this  sin  had  brouMit  with  it 
such  fruits  for  repentance.  Had  he  loved  his  son 
less,  he  would  scarcely  have  gone  so  far  on  the 
road.  He  had  some  of  the  accidents  of  repentance 
— sorrow  and  anxiety  :  but  he  had  no  relinquish- 
ment of  his  sins  in  practice  as  an  offence  against 
God. 

He  looked  at  Frank's  door  as  he  went  alono; 
the  corridor.  There  w\as  a  light,  and  a  move- 
ment. He  hesitated,  and  then  continued  on  his 
way  to  his  own  room. 

The  sun  shone  brightly  again  on  Sunday 
morning. 

"  Shall  we  go  to  church  at  Barrow  this  morn- 
ing, Frank  ?  "  The  Colonel  had  strict  notions  of 
church  as  far  as  his  light  w^ent,  and  this  morning 
particularly  so.  Generally  he  found  it  his  duty, 
as  the  Squire,  to  be  present  at  the  simple  morning 
service  at  Beauvale.  The  parishioners  waited  for 
him  to  come  in,  and,  when  there,  to  go  out.  He 
was  very  strict  in  his  squirearchical  duties. 
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His  friend  Parson  Butler,  tlie  rector  of  his 
own  little  parlslij  Avas  a  good  and  eccentric  indi- 
vidual :  iriven  to  nionkisli  Latin  and  black  letter : 
and  his  sermons  were  execrable  :  old  university 
sermons,  denuded  of  the  quotations  and  argument, 
and  a  page  or  two  of  parochial  morality  substituted 
to  get  it  up  to  the  full  half  hour. 

This  mornlno;  he  wanted  somethino;  more  re- 
freshing:  a  pious  melancholy  urged  him  towards 
a  sermon  of  twenty  minutes.  "Let  us  go  to 
Barrow." 

"  Not  to-day,  sir,  thank  you.  I'm  half  afraid  I 
shall  scarcely  get  to  church  at  all."  This  w\as 
very  different  from  Frank's  usual  habit. 

"  Then  I'll  walk  there  and  lunch  with  Oriel  : 
you  need  not  wait  for  me.  I'll  go  round  by  the 
kennels  this  afternoon ;  I've  some  orders  to  give, 
as  we  go  to  to^Aii  to-morrow." 

"  Take  the  pony,  sir ;  it's  a  long  walk." 

"  No,  Frank ;  it  will  do  me  good."  And  the 
father  set  out  alone. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  on  this   particular 
C2 
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Sunday  tlie  Colonel  did  go  to  clnircli  witli  a 
better  appetite  for  prayer  and  preaching.  His 
thoughts,  however,  would  recur  constantly  to  him- 
self and  Frank ;  and  perhaps  he  was  judging  his 
own  sin  almost  as  severely  as  others  are  apt  to 
do.  What  made  it  seem  worse  to  him  now  was, 
that  he  had  committed  an  act  of  folly  and 
wickedness  without  the  excuse  of  extraordinary 
passion,  or  feeling,  or  provocation  of  any  kind. 
There  was  no  pretended  attachment  of  previous 
years  :  no  sentiment  about  the  recollection  of  such 
a  liaison.  The  roses  that  concealed  the  sepulchre 
had  hardly  found  earth  deep  enough  to  take  root. 
The  dan  e'er  had  been  foro;otten,  but  there  never 
had  been  more  than  a  short-lived  fragrance  to 
conceal  its  deformity. 

There  are  various  forms  of  preaching.  The 
enthusiastic  gentleman,  '^ icJio  do  haicl  so:''  the 
softly  persuasive,  accompanied  by  filbert  nails 
and  very  fine  cambric  :  the  exclamatory  con- 
demncr  of  us  miserable  sinners,  much  perspiration, 
bristles,    and    cushion-thumping :    the    venerable 
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twaddler,   late   fellow   of   College,    Oxford, 

and  sometime  Proctor  of  the  University  :  the 
argumentative  neophyte,  who  alarms  recalcitrant 
farmers  and  the  British  labourer  with  Bishop 
Butler  and  Aristotle's  Ethics  :  and  the  compound 
expounder  of  a  text  of  Scripture  who  likes  to 
inquire  the  natural  history  of  Avhales  in  general, 
and  that  one  of  Jonah  in  particular,  before  he 
comes  to  consider  the  wickedness  of  Kineveh  or 
the  resurrection  to  eternal  life. 

All  such  there  are,  and  many  more  :  some  shoot 
too  high,  and  some  too  low :  most  of  them  have 
their  part  to  play,  and  play  it ;  and,  if  eloquence  is 
not  their  gift,  why  they  go  about  practising  what 
they  are  unable  to  preach,  I  suppose,  and  make  up 
for  their  short-comings  in  that  way.  It  is  not  all 
gold  that  glitters,  but  there's  many  an  useful  pebble 
that  has  not  much  polish  on  it. 

The  people  of  Barrow  were  lucky.  !Mr.  Oriel 
had  his  faults,  I  believe ;  but  there  was  no  more 
able  minister  nor  better  priest  within  twenty  miles 
of   Beauvale.      Some   thought    he   tied   a   fly    a 
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trifle  too  well  for  a  real  spiritually-minded  man  : 
to  be  sure,  the  Apostles  were  fishers.  Another 
would  have  had  him  less  learned  on  the  subject  of 
vermin-trapping ;  but  on  one  great  point  they  were 
all  united — he  was  a  very  excellent  preacher,  and 
condensed  his  matter  into  about  fifteen  minutes. 
His  great  characteristic,  in  all  he  undertook,  was 
sincerity  and  earnestness. 

The  Colonel  folded  his  arms  and  awaited  the 
text,  with  no  signs  of  sleep  or  even  careless- 
ness, such  as  he  may  have  exhibited  sometimes 
under  Parson  Butler  ;  but  he  scarcely  expected 
to  be  roused  so  uncomfortably  as  he  was  by  the 
text. 

"  Wliat  mean  ye,  that  ye  use  this  proverb  con- 
cerning the  land  of  Israel,  saying.  The  fathers 
have  eaten  sour  grapes,  and  the  childi*en's  teeth 
are  set  on  edo;e  ? 

"As  I  live,  saith  the  Lord  God,  ye  shall  not 
have  occasion  any  more  to  use  this  proverb  in 
Israel. 

"  Behold,  all  souls  are  mine  ;  as  the  soul  of  the 
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fcitlier,  so  also  the  soul  of  the  son  is  mine :  the  sonl 
that  sinnetli,  it  shall  die." — Ezekiel  xviii. 

"  Bless  my  heart ! "  said  the  Colonel  to  himself, 
"  what  an  extraordinary  thing  :  is  that  true  ? " 
And  then  he  prepared  to  listen.  How  glad  he 
was  that  Frank  was  not  there  ! 

The  preacher  was  a  friend  of  Colonel  Beau- 
clerc's  :  he  had  shot  with  him,  fished  with  him, 
dined  wdth  him.  But  the  familiarity  Avas  not  pro- 
ductive of  any  contempt,  rather  of  increased  con- 
fidence on  either  side. 

He  began.  Slowly  and  deliberately,  he  com- 
pared these  words  with  the  declaration  in  the  Com- 
mandments, that  God  would  visit  the  sins  of  the 
fathers  upon  the  children.  It  is  not  consistent 
with  the  justice  of  God  to  punish  one  man  for  the 
sins  of  another.  No  man  can  believe  it.  But  it 
is  a  law  of  nature  that  sin  shall  leave  its  evil  conse- 
quences behind  it,  long  after  it  has  passed  away. 
The  temporal  evils  of  iniquity  will  reach  to  our 
posterity  as  well  as  to  ourselves.  There  were  other 
considerations,   too :    but   the   Colonel  buried  his 
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head  upon  his  chest,  and  tlie  large  drops  stood 
npon  his  brow.  Who  knew  better  than  he  the 
truth  of  the  preacher  ?  AVould  he  give  an  instance 
or  two  ?  Yes  :  but  not  the  Colonel's :  was  he  re- 
serving it  for  private  advice  ?     So  he  continued. 

'^  Xo  doubt  the  commandment  was  a  solemn 
publication  of  the  will  of  God.  But  did  it  not 
refer  especially  to  the  sin  of  idolatry  ?  " — then  the 
Colonel  recovered  himself  somewhat ;  prematurely, 
as  it  happened :  ''  for  it  seemed  to  have  reference 
especially  to  family  prosperity  or  adversity.  The 
Jews,  to  be  sure,  lived  under  the  care  of  a  visible 
Providence,  which  we  do  not."  Here  was  another 
nut  for  the  fashionable  sinner  to  crack.  Temporal 
punishment !  how  heavily  it  fell  upon  the  innocent 
in  this  case,  and  save  through  his  feelinii's,  how 
little  was  the  real  criminal  affected.  These  argu- 
ments were  clearly  laid  down  in  the  first  ten 
minutes.  The  last  five  came  home  to  him,  per- 
haps, for  the  first  time  in  his  life. 

The  fashionable  world  in  which  Everard  Beau- 
clerc  had  been  brouglit  up,  and  the  cavalry  regi- 
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ment  in  which  he  had  served,  had  never  been  ac- 
customed to  think  seriously  of  the  sin  lie  had  com- 
mitted. Mr.  Oriel  took  a  different  view  of  it. 
He  was  earnest,  too,  in  his  denunciations  of  it. 
We  have  done  w^ith  its  temporal  effects  :  now  we 
regard  eternity.  "  Behold,  all  souls  are  mine.  The 
soul  that  sinneth,  it  shall  die."  This  was  a  personal 
concern.  Was  it  indeed  so  serious  ?  Poor  Frank ! 
he  would  get  over  it.  Time  would  do  much  for 
him.  But  what  would  eternity  do  for  the  Colonel 
himself?  It  was  a  terrible  question,  and  the 
preacher  put  it  to  him  very  earnestly.  At  last  he 
finished,  giving  him  hope  in  the  mercies  of  an  all- 
powerful  and  all-merciful  Redeemer. 

"  Ah  ! "  sighed  the  Colonel,  "  we  none  of  us 
knov/  the  end  of  a  sin  we  commit ;  can  we  be  sure 
that  its  punishment  may  not  be  eternal  too !" 
This  was  deep  thinking  for  a  man  of  fashion  with 
eight  thousand  a  year  or  thereabouts,  worthy,  per- 
il aps,  of  deeper  minds.  He  heard  this  in  a  country 
parish  from  his  own  familiar  friend :  what  might 
he  expect  from  a  Rector  of  St.  James's  ? 
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Frank  ■svent  to  cliurcli  too.  lie  said  his  prayers, 
and  minded  liis  own  affairs  during  the  sermon ; 
which  was  on  apostoHcal  succession,  and  the  keys  of 
St.  Peter.  However,  they  were  both  much  the 
better  for  what  they  had  heard  and  done.  The 
Colonel  did  not  go  round  by  the  kennels,  nor  to 
Mr.  Oriel's :  but  ate  his  luncheon  and  retked  to  his 
OYm  room. 

On  Monday  morning  the  establishment  was 
broken  up,  and  they  all  went  to  London. 
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CHAPTEE  III. 

EOTTEN  EOW. 

Parens  Deorum  cultor,  et  infrequens. — Hoe.    Odes,  i.  34. 

An  Englishman's  love  of  sport  leads  to  some 
great  anomalies.  It  makes  his  winter  home  among 
leafless  trees,  flowerless  shrubs,  colourless  borders, 
and  in  a  fallow  and  barren  countiy  where  no  signs 
of  vitality  are  visible.  The  odo7'a  caniim  vis  makes 
up  for  the  absence  of  all  sweet  smells ;  the  fine 
scenting  morning  of  early  winter  supersedes  that 
of  the  short-lived  lily  and  the  blushing  rose  :  and 
when  jasmine  and  honeysuckle  dies  the  English- 
man goes  to  his  woodland  home  in  search  of  the 


28  THE  BEAUCiERCS,  FATHER  AND  SOX. 

sweet-smellino'  fox.     His  summer  home  is  in  the 

o 

red  glare  of  chimney-pots,  in  obedience  to  the  dic- 
tates of  fashion  and  the  House  of  Commons.  The 
nightingale  gives  place  to  ^h\  Bright,  the  music  of 
the  groves  to  the  eloquence  of  the  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer.  He  has  exchanged  mossy  lawns 
and  sparkling  fountains  for  baking  pavements  and 
well-pounded  granite.  He  sets  up  Sir  Joseph 
Paxton  for  his  Avinter  god,  but  MacAdam  is  his 
idol  from  May  to  the  end  of  July. 

"  AVell,  my  lady,  how  are  the  gardens  at  For- 
mosa looking?" 

^'  Oh  I  don't  speak  of  them.  They  were  begin- 
ning to  look  lovely  just  as  we  came  up." 

Then  why,  in  the  world,  my  lady,  say  we, 
did  you  come  up?  Inexorable  fashion,  which 
answers  for  all  follies,  all  wickednesses :  feverish 
days  and  sleepless  nights;  immoderate  luximes, 
tight  lacing,  death  by  burning  crinoline,  or  the 
slow  tortures  of  Cadetism,  with  all  the  aspirations 
and  passions  of  an  eldest-born. 

"  But  vou  must  come  and  see  us  in  the  winter, 
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my  dear  Mr.  Horniblow ;  we  are  always  at  home 
then  with  a  house  full,  and  I'm  sure  my  Lord 
Chasingham  will  be  delighted  to  mount  you.  The 
stables  are  quite  perfect.  Ah !  then  it's  not  fashion, 
it's  fox-hunting  :  and  Horniblow  is  going  to  travel 
to  St.  Formosa,  a  sort  of  modern  paradise,  be  it 
remarked,  in  the  depth  of  winter,  to  look  at  the 
stables  instead  of  the  flowers." 

The  autumn,  to  be  sure,  is  not  devoted  to  city 
life,  and  might  be  made  available  ;  but  then  one 
must  £ro  on  the  Continent :  it's  such  an  advantao;e 
to  the  dear  girls  to  see  other  countries,  however 
ignorant  they  may  be  of  their  own. 

There  is,  however,  a  remarkable  institution  in  the 
middle  of  the  London  festivities,  partaking  of 
rustic  enjoyment,  as  far  as  grass,  trees,  water,  and 
bijugal,  quadrijugal,  and  equestrian  exercises  are 
concerned.  I  mean  neither  the  Trafalgar  at 
Greenwich,  nor  the  Star  and  Garter  at  Eichmond, 
with  their  glittering  baits  for  the  over-fatigued  Lon- 
doner.    I  mean  llotten  Row. 

There  is  a  freshness,  a  viridity,  an  innocence  in 
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the  stolid  dulness  witli  -svlncli  all  classes  (excepting, 
indeed,  the  dirty  little  cliildren  and  juvenile  nurse- 
maids who  are  rolling  on  the  grass  or  playing  at 
trap-bat)  agree  to  meet  every  day  at  a  certain 
time  in  a  dusty  ride  to  shake  two  fingers  at  one 
another,  and  criticise  the  same  women,  men,  and 
horses,  conceivable  only  in  the  mtensely  over- 
worked or  intensely  idle. 

On  the  day  in  question,  shortly  after  the  Beau- 
clercs'  arrival  in  town — who,  by  the  way,  were 
rather  estranged  from  each  other,  wanting  time  to 
soften  the  asperities  of  their  misfortune — the  Park 
at  six  P.M.  was  exceedingly  full.  The  aspirants  to 
dandyism  said  it  was  a  good  park,  some  said  it  in 
more  forcible  language :  the  dandies  said  it  was 
"  a  bore."  The  women,  who  did  not  see  the  men 
they  wanted,  vowed  there  was  nobody  there ;  and 
the  young  counter-jumpers  and  theu'  sweethearts 
out  for  a  holiday  pronounced  it  "  awful  jolly.*' 

The  Household  Brigade  was  out  in  great  force. 
There  had  been  a  Queen's  ball  for  the  young 
and  fashionable  the  night  before,  and  a  morning 
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concert  for  the  aged  and  ecclesiastical  courtiers, 
bishops,  deans,  and  her  Majesty's  chaplains,  with 
some  twaddlers  and  amateur  fiddlers,  whom  it  was 
not  etiquette  to  forget.  It  was  about  the  time, 
too,  for  a  levee  and  a  dramng-room;  and  the 
country-people  were  coming  in  for  the  Derby  and 
Ascot :  a  house  for  a  month,  with  job  horses,  ser- 
vants, and  a  ravenous  appetite  for  pleasure. 

Two  thirds  of  the  "  Rag  and  Famish"  were  lean- 
ing over  the  rails,  and  the  other  third  were  on  horse- 
back.    Everything  that  could  get  leave  had  got  it. 

"I  say,  Jones,  here  comes  that  man  in  the 
Guards  who  won  the  Grand  National.  Good-look- 
ing man  on  a  horse,  isn't  he  ?  " 

"  All !  hum  !"  says  Smith,  who  had  some  preten- 
sions of  that  kind  himself,  such  as  a  complement  of 
teeth  and  the  way  to  sliow  them  gives — "  ah !  hum ! 
don't  see  much  in  him :  he  can  ride  though :  rode 
the  Tumbler  devilish  well.  I  call  it  a  stiff  bit  of 
country  to  ride  over  at  that  pace." 

"  Ride,"  replies  Jones,  who's  not  particular  about 
his  beauty,  but   rather  flatters   himself  that  liis 
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horsemanship  would  have  attracted  attention  among 
the  Centam's — "  ride  :  liave  you  ever  been  at 
Punchestown  ?  " 

"  No  :  I  was  going  hist  year,  but ^" 

^'  You  should  see  that  course,  and  the  way  we 
go  at  the  wall.     Eide  :  bless  your  soul :  he's  not  a 

bad  finisher  for  a  young  'un,  but "     Here  a 

cloud  of  dust  smothers  the  speakers,  created  by  a 
section  of  the  demi-monde,  and  a  very  inferior 
Frenchman  in  jean  boots  and  a  Paris  hat,  charg- 
in£j  throuo;li  the  crowd. 

"  Lively  performance,  that !  " 

"  Very.  Bois  de  Boulogne,  I  suppose.  Who's 
this  on  the  fat  cob  ?  " 

'^  Don't  you  know  ?  Bishop  of  Oxenbridge. 
First-rate  man  over  a  country." 

"  Oh  !  come,  gammon ;  that  won't  do." 

"  'Pon  my  soul !  they  say  so  :  only,  of  course,  it 
won't  do  now,  you  know.  He's  a  very  clever 
fellow;  used  to  give  poor  Cannongate  odds  at 
billiards :  I  shouldn't  be  a  bit  surprised  if  it  was 
true." 
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"  Why,  I  tlioiight  he  didn't  like  his  parsons  to 
hunt/' 

"  No  more  he  does,  but  he'd  Hke  to  show  'cm  the 
way.  Hallo  !  here  comes  a  drag.  Who's  is  it  ?  " 
The  horses  were  all  nohow,  and  the  whip  worse' 
still.  "That's  a  fellow  who's  obliged  by  his 
father's  will  to  drive  a  certain  number  of  miles 
every  day  :  he's  a  retired  pork  butcher." 

"  Can't  have  obeyed  orders,  by  the  way  he 
handles  his  whip,  I  should  say." 

"  Probably  not :  here  comes  another,  about  as 
bad.  What  a  beautiful  girl  that  is  with  the 
Marchioness  of  Dumbiedykes." 

"Indeed  she  is.  You  know  all  about  her? 
No.  You  surprise  me  :  what,  not  that  little  affair 
with  Macheath,  of  the  Ilounslow  Brigade.  Oh ! 
true  ?  I  believe  you.  There  was  a  frightful  row, 
obliged  to  be  hushed  up  ;  and  her  father's  provided 
for  him  with  a  capital  appointment  on  the  Gambia." 
Then  there  came  a  strong  body  of  bankers,  just  let 
out.  They  rode  for  the  most  part  cobs  of  irre- 
proachable character,  like  themselves.   The  detach- 
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merits  from  tlie  Treasmy  and  Foreign  Offices  were 
exchanging  little  compliments  Avitli  the  attaches  of 
the  various  embassies,  who  seemed  to  be  very 
curious  about  a  lady  on  a  most  magnificent  dark 
chesnut,  and  who  gave  them  every  opportmiity  of 
admh'ing  her  horsemanship.  There  were  some 
mysterious  looking  broughams  dl'a^^'n  up  on  the 
side  near  the  rails,  which  gratified  very  little  curi- 
osity, on  account  of  the  broad  backs  and  shoulders 
and  elaborate  back  hair  which  appeared  to  occupy 
a  full  share  of  the  carriages  with  their  proper 
occupants. 

'*  How  do.  Trigger,  my  boy.  Who's  won  the 
Handicap  at  Hornsey?" 

"  Xot  over  when  I  came  away.  The}'  put  me 
up  at  twenty-eight  yards  rise,  and  I  missed  n\\ 
sixth  bird  of  course.  Came  away  in  disgust.'' 
Here  Colonel  Trigger,  one  of  the  most  fastidious 
men  in  town,  took  off  his  hat  to  a  phaeton,  all 
tiger-skins,  stamping,  fretting,  and  plate,  with  the 
most  unmitio-ated  whiskers  in  London. 

o 

"A\lio's  yom-  friend?  The  Lord  Mayor,  or 
Aldennan  Tulip?" 
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"  A  City  man  :  money  lender  :  qnite  first  class 
of  his  sort :  not  a  good  sort,  yon'll  say." 

''  How  in  the  name  of  Fortune  did  you  make 
his  acquaintance?" 

"  Wait  till  he  comes  backhand  then  look  at  his 
wife.  Charming  house  in  the  suburbs,  and  a 
French  artiste :  give  any  money  you  like  for 
Lafitte  '48."  They  did  come  back,  and  then  Lord 
Fhppant  said, 

"  Trigger,  my  boy,  you're  a  lucky  f ello\Y." 

"  Who's  this  on  the  good-looking  chesnut?"  in- 
quired the  Colonel. 

"  Young  Mountchesney  :  don't  you  know  him  ? 
He's  just  come  into  the  enormous  property  that 
his  grandfather  made  in  the  leather-breeches  trade, 
and  has  allowed  to  accumulate.  He's  gone  into 
racing,  and  lost  forty  thousand  on  last  year's 
Derby.  They  say  his  great  pot  broke  down  the 
other  day;  at  all  events,  they  lay  thirty  to  one 
against  him.  He's  got  the  Thornbriar  country, 
too  :  six  days  a  week.  He  and  old  Eowdy  '11  do 
nothing  but  fight." 

d2 
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"  Very  youiio;,  I  suppose,"  said  the  Colonel,  lan- 
guidly, and  walked  on. 

The  ladies  who  occupied  the  chairs  were  not 
mucli  more  good  natured  than  the  men.  They 
dealt  very  treacherously  with  one  another.  They 
first  went  at  the  bonnets,  then  at  the  looks,  and 
warming  at  each  knock-down  blow,  they  finished 
up  with  the  reputation  of  their  dear  friends. 

"  Poor  Honeyman :  she  hasn't  been  married 
more  than  a  couple  of  years,  and  has  the  sweetest 
little  girl."  The  truth  being  that  Honeyman  v^ixs 
an  infm'iated  savage,  seldom  sober,  and  never  fit 
for  decent  society,  and  his  wife  had  only  retired  to 
her  own  father  s,  after  all. 

^'  I  hope  you  like  that  habit,  my  dear,  it's  one  of 
Poole's." 

"  Indeed  the  habit's  well  enouo^h,  but  did  vou 
ever  see  such  a  hippojiotamus  in  a  hat  in  all  your 
life?" 

"  There's  her  sister  just  beliind  ;  don't  speak  so 
loud,  Charlotte,  I'm  sure  she  heard." 

"  Then  I  hope  she'll  go  and  tell  her :  it's  quite 
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"  They  don't  pay  anybod}",  I  suppose." 

"  Not  a  soul.  Cartwriglit,  the  coachmaker, 
can't  P'ct  a  shillino^.  Even  the  servants  have  PTeat 
difficulty  to  get  their  wages.  Did  Charles  tell  you 
about  the  failure  of  the  Gambles  ?  Two  hundred 
thousand." 

"  No  :  is  it  possible.  Entirely  her  fault,  I  sup- 
pose. He  seems  a  quiet  good  sort  of  a  man,  and 
so  are  the  sons  :  but  the  women  are  atrocious." 

Then  came  by  the  rails  a  couple  ridiug  who 
would  have  attracted  attention  in  even  a  larger 
crowd  than  this.  A  lady  magnificently  mounted, 
as  fair  as  Phyllis,  Avith  bright  golden  hair  confined 
in  a  net  behind,  which  was  longing  to  escape  in  its 
luxuriance.  She  was  evidently  a  woman  of  higli 
fashion :  and  as  the  loungers  and  sitters  kept 
asking  who  it  was,  hats  fiew  off  as  she  rode  by  with 
an  alacrity  which  proclaimed  her  power  or  popu- 
larity. She  sat  well  and  boldly  on  her  bright  bay 
mare,  who  moved  under  her  as  if  proud  of  the 
light  burden  she  carried.  Iler  features,  without 
being  remarkable,  were  well  shaped  and  cleanly 
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cliiselled,  and  lier  blue  ejes  slione  at  this  moment 
with  unwonted  animation. 

The  man  who  rode  by  her  side  was  tall,  and 
finely  made.  He  appeared  to  be  paying  but  little 
attention  to  his  companion.  His  mouth  was  closely 
shut,  and  he  had  a  cold  dry  look,  little  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  scene.  He  was  evidently  pre- 
occupied :  and  occasionally  spoke  sharply  to  his 
horse,  a  fine  brown  four-year  old,  who  kept  on 
catching  at  his  bit,  and  giving  signs  of  impatience, 
which  the  horseman  checked  successfully. 

"Who's  this  riding  with  Beauclerc  ?  "  said  Jones 
again,  who  had  been  taking  his  turn  higher  up  the 
ride. 

"  That's  Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale,"  said  Smythe, 
who  was  on  the  confines  of  high  society,  and  spelt 
his  name  with  a  '^  y"  and  an  "  e."  "  She's  not 
exactly  pretty,  she  wants  animation ;  but  I  ne^-er 
saw  her  look  so  well  as  she  does  to-day." 

"  Slie's  not  half  so  handsome  as  that  girl  at 
Brigliton  that  lie  was  so  spooney  on,  Violet  Carloss. 
She  was  a  beauty  :  and  I  heard  that  he  was  en- 
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gaged  to  lier,  but  his  father  threatened  to  disinherit 
liim  if  he  didn't  make  up  to  Lady  Evelyn.  They're 
cousins,  you  know.     I  wanted  to  see  her." 

"  Yes,  I  know/'  rephed  Smythe,  "  and  I  only 
wish  my  father  would  take  to  disinheriting  me  in 
the  same  way:  I  shouldn't  give  the  old  fellow 
much  chance  to  hedge." 

"  Beauclerc  doesn't  seem  to  take  to  the  property 
quite  so  kindly.  I  saw  him  at  the  club  this  morn- 
ino;.    I  never  saw  a  fellow  look  so  savage." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on,  and  while 
dukes,  marquises,  lords,  commons,  and  their  ladies, 
were  endeavouring  to  get  up  a  little  fictitious  gaiety 
on  their  own  account,  or  at  the  expense  of  their 
neighbom's,  a  select  crowd  of  swells  were  standing 
about  close  by  Apsley  House,  criticising  the  ap- 
pointments of  a  drag,  which  was  standing  alongside 
of  the  rails,  in  the  charge  of  a  coachman  and  two 
grooms. 

"Who's  is  it?  Spooneybird's ?  I  thought  his 
crest  was  a  goose  with  a  ducal  coronet." 

'-  So  it  is.     This  is  Gorsehampton's.     Capital 
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team :  small,  but  the  coacli  is  a  regular  mail,  you 
see,  doesn't  weigh,  oh  I  not  above  fifteen  hundred- 
■vveight :  monstrous  nice  leader  :  he  gave  three 
hundred  for  that  near-side  horse,  and  won  a  steeple- 
chase with  him  before  he  put  him  to  this  work." 
Just  then  Lord  Gorsehampton  arrived  with  a  friend 
or  two. 

"  What's  the  time?"  said  his  lordship. 

"  Half-past  six,"  said  Sir  George  Blunderbore, 
"  and  we  dine  at  half-past  seven.  Can't  give  him 
much  more  time." 

"  Who  are  you  waiting  for,  Gorsehampton  ? 
Here  comes  Reginald  Carloss,  reading  a  letter," 
said  a  larking-looking  youngster  of  the  Guards. 

"  That's  the  man  I  want.  Beauclerc  can't  come, 
I've  just  seen  him;  and  I'm  going  to  pick  up 
Sloper  in  Grosvenor- place.  Well,  Carloss,  I'm 
glad  you're  come.  They've  ordered  dinner  at  half- 
past  seven,  because  Dander  wants  to  be  in  time  for 
the  ballet." 

Reginald  Carloss  didn't  answer  :  but  put  his 
letter  into  his  pocket,  and  climbed  on  to  the  box  by 
the  side  of  Lord  Gorsehampton. 
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"  Let  'em  go/'  said  liis  lordship,  who  was  quite 
capable  of  starting  his  own  coach ;  and  holding  his 
own  down  the  road ;  he  cleared  the  crowd  of  car- 
riages by  the  corner,  and  went  whistling  down 
Grosvenor-place  in  search  of  Frank  Beauclerc's 
substitute. 

Frank  was  very  unhappy.  They  had  made  up 
their  minds  to  marry  him  to  Lady  Evelyn  in  the 
face  of  the  British  public,  while  he  himself  had 
vowed  never  to  enter  St.  David's  on  such  a  mission 
again. 

He  could  not  help  feeling  acutely,  too,  for  his 
father :  the  Colonel's  first  appearance  in  low 
spirits  was  on  a  very  melancholy  occasion. 

AYliitebait  from  May  to  August  is  another 
grand  institution  of  London  life.  To  be  sure  they 
are  common  enough  everywhere  now.  You  may 
have  tliem  at  your  club,  or  the  Clarendon,  all  over 
the  Cit}',  and  at  tlie  hotels  about  Finsbury-square, 
the  Frenchman's  Paradise  in  England,  which  strives 
for  the  bell  with  that  of  Leicester.  I  am  not 
surprised  at  anything  getting  the  better  of  that 
melancliolv  retreat,  fittino;  abode  for  the  legless 
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representative  of  George  of  German  tendency. 
That  of  course  according  to  private  prejudice.  It 
miglit  be  substituted  for  the  ruins,  an  ominous 
name  for  the  late  open-air  betting  fraternity;  or 
for  the  oracular  tree  in  Hyde  Park,  whose  leaves 
were  presumed  to  record  the  winners  of  the  great 
handicaps  to  whoever  could  find  them.  As  this 
open-air  betting  is  understood  to  contravene  no 
law  against  those  pious  practises,  and  which  go  so 
f  ai'  to  establish  the  commercial  enterprise  of  which 
England  has  been  so  proud  since  the  days  of  the 
Drakes  and  the  Frobishers,  I  think  Leicester- 
square  might  be  given  up  to  the  knights  errant  of 
the  ring,  who  doubtless  would  manage  to  supply 
from  their  own  body  the  present  deficiency  to  the 
bootless  horseman. 

But  this  671  passant.  The  team  went  on  its  way 
rejoicing,  and  feehng  that  whitebait  were  not 
whitebait  unless  eaten  at  Greenwich  or  Richmond, 
Lord  Gorsehampton  landed  his  load  safely  at  the 
Castle,  at  the  latter  place. 

Blue  devils  had  taken  possession  of  liegiuald 
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Carloss;  and  the  first  question  put  to  liim  after 
the  removal  of  the  salmon  cutlets,  which  had  began 
to  Avork  a  beneficial  effect  upon  his  temper,  caused 
a  relapse. 

"  Did  you  see  Frank  Beauclerc  to-day  in  the 
Row,  Captain  ?"  said  the  junior  Guardsman  of  the 
party. 

"  No,"  said  Carloss,  with  an  intonation  that  said 
also,  "  that's  enough." 

However,  there  are  always  characters  on  every 
stage,  coach  or  otherwise,  who  are  not  quick  at 
taking  anything,  even  offence,  unless  of  a  decidedly 
personal  kind.  The  jovial  and  rather  thick-headed 
little  lieutenant  and  captain,  in  which  two  cha- 
racters he  dressed  irreproachably  and  dined  sump- 
tuously every  day,  was  of  this  class ;  so  he  continued 
the  malappropriate  conversation  with  which  he  had 
commenced. 

"  Didn't  you,  though.  I  thought  you  must  have 
seen  him  ;  he  came  down  on  horseback  just  before 
you:  such  a  mover,  rather  green"  (of  wliich  the 
young  gentleman  was  a  tolerable  judge  and  speci- 
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men  of  the  human  subject),  ^*  I  tliought :  the 
governor  must  have  come  clown  pretty  handsomely 
"with  the  couters." 

'•  I  don't  think  he  lost  a  great  deal  of  money  ;  he 
bought  him  of  a  breeder." 

"  That's  just  what  you  fellows  ought  to  do. 
You'd  save  two  hundred  per  cent,"  said  Fitzgerald, 
a  Major  of  the  Heavies,  who  was  sitting  behind 
Carloss. 

"  Xo  man  need  give  more  than  a  hundred  for  a 
charger.  You  may  depend  upon  it  the  old  Colonel 
has  cut  his  eve-teeth  lonir  ar^o." 

t/  O        CD 

"  I  wish  mv  o;overnor  would  cut  his  teeth,  too. 
That  bay  hack  he  bought  for  me  has  a  spavin, 
and  I  shall  be  oblisied  to  fire  him  "  said  the  vouno; 
Guardsman. 

"  Who  was  he  ridino'  with  to-dav  :  vou  know 
the  girl,  Carloss  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  see  him,"  said  Reginald  again,  coldly 
enouMi. 

o 

''  I  know.  It  was  Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale.  She's 
a  sort  of  connexion   of  mine,"  said  the   Guards- 
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man  again.  Young  Hawbuck  was  just  entering 
the  confines  of  fashionable  hfe,  and  was  not  only 
bound  to  have  some  connexion  with  the  pretty 
women  who  frequented  the  Row,  but  to  know^  all 
about  them.     '*  They're  going  to  be  married." 

"Who  told  you  that?"  said  Reginald  Carloss; 
and  he  put  the  question  in  such  a  way  as  to  ensure 
an  answer  of  some  sort. 

"  Who  told  me  ?  Oh  !  Why !  you  know,  every- 
body knows  it ;  besides,  she's  a  sort  of  connexion 
of  ours." 

"  I  don't  see  that  that  has  much  to  do  with 
Lady  Evelyn's  marrying  Frank  Beauclerc." 
Everybody  looked  up  at  table.  For  though  Carloss 
was  not  remarkable  for  a  suaviter  in  moclo,  it  was 
impossible  not  to  see  that  he  was  detracting  from 
the  hilarity  of  a  w^hitebait  dinner.  After  beino; 
silent  for  a  minute  everybody  suddenly  wanted 
something  of  the  w^aiter,  seltzer  w^ater,  or  bread 
and  butter,  or  the  pepper  and  lemons.  Hawbuck, 
how^ever,  stuck  to  his  business  pertinaciously,  and 
replied, 
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"They  were  down  at  our  place  not  long  ago, 
and  I  know  Beauclerc  was  very  spooney.     Besides, 
he'll    have   lots    of    money,    and    old   Ashdale's 
deucedly   out   at   elbows.     I  know   liis  governor 
wants  him  to  send  in  his  papers."     Lord  Gorse- 
hampton,    who    knew   both    parties    pretty   well, 
changed  the  subject,  and  rather  decisively. 
"  What  are  you  on  for  the  Derby,  Carloss  ?  " 
"  I've  backed  the  Duke's  horse  for  a  trifle." 
"  He's  as  good  as  dead — boiled,  sir,  boiled :   I 
know  Beauclerc's  governor  stands  a  raker  on  him," 
said  the  Guardsman,  again. 

"  I  don't  see  that  that's  any  reason  he  should  be 
a  dead  'un,"  replied  the  other. 

"I  fancy  there's  something  up,"  said  Sloper, 
who  had  hitherto  been  opening  his  mouth  to  better 
purpose ;  but  finding  the  desert  upon  table,  began 
to  think  it  was  time  to  make  a  remark.  "  Ever 
since  the  Duke  bouo;ht  him,  al  thou  oil  the  horse 
has  done  all  they  asked  him — Metals  and  his  pal, 
what's-his-name  ? — have  never  left  him.  He  don't 
lay  against  such  an  animal  as  that  three  and  four 
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monkeys  to  one,  over  and  over  again,  witliont 
knowino;  sometliino;." 

And  thus  the  conversation  went  into  a  fresh 
channel,  while  Reginald  Carloss  "  chewed  the  cud 
of  bitter  fancy,"  and  drank  oceans  of  claret,  such 
as  the  house  afforded.  Presently  he  got  up,  and 
went  out  to  the  lawn,  looking  at  the  craft  on  the 
river,  Avhile  the  thin  vapour  of  his  cigar  helped  to 
resolve  his  doubts.  "  By  Heaven,"  said  he  to  him- 
self," this  is  too  bad.  ''  Then  he  pulled  out  his  letter 
again  and  read  it  attentively."  No  sort  of  expla- 
nation after  what  he  has  done.  "  Family  secret 
quite  impossible  to  be  divulged.  Poor  Violet !  in- 
deed. So  we're  to  be  insulted  in  this  way,  be- 
cause my  sister  is  such  a  fool  as  to  believe  any- 
thing he  chooses  to  tell  her,  or  rather  to  conceal 
from  her."  Reginald  had  been  long  quartered 
in  Ireland,  so  may  be  excused  for  an  oversight  : 
the  more  so  as  he  only  thought  it,  without  giving 
it  utterance. 

"  Waiter,  let's  haA'e  the  bill,  and  bring  me  some 
soda-water.     Send  my  servant  here.    We  shall  be 
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readj  to  start  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Dander, 
you'll  be  in  lots  of  time  for  the  last  act.  And 
while  the  drag  was  being  brought  round,  they  all 
adjourned  to  the  garden  in  time  to  decide  upon  a 
line  of  action  for  Carloss,  who  was  at  that  moment 
somewhat  perplexed.  "  What  the  devil  shall  I 
do,"  said  he,  thinking  aloud  under  the  influence  of 
the  claret  and  the  moonlight. 

^'  Get  your  coat,  for  it's  not  quite  so  warm  as 
it  was :  these  early  summer  evenings  are  veiy 
cold." 

"  How  soon  shall  you  be  ready,  Gorsehamp- 
ton?" 

^'  When  you  like  :  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour ;  I've 
ordered  the  coach." 

As  he  and  Fitzgerald  descended  in  Pali-Mall, 
Eeginald  Carloss  put  his  arm  through  that  of  the 
latter,  and  walked  up  the  steps  of  the  Eag  and 
Famish  Club. 

"  Soda  and  brandy  directly." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  For  me,  too,"  said  the  other. 


EOTTEX  ROW.  49 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Any  one  in  tlie  smoking-room." 

"  No,  sir." 

So  tliither  tliey  adjourned. 

Major  Fitzgerald  had  a  reputation  as  a  fire- 
eater;  others  called  him  blood-thirsty.  Good 
eating  deserves  good  drinking.  Unfortunately  we 
are  In  an  epoch  immediately  preceding  that  which 
recognised  the  influence  of  a  woman  upon  the 
throne  by  voting  deliberate  homicide  or  suicide 
foolish  and  improper.  The  gaUant  Major,  it  is 
but  right  to  admit,  believed  he  was  doing  his  duty 
in  his  luimble  way  when  he  stepped  twelve  paces 
between  two  friends  ;  his  only  regret  being  that 
he  did  not  himself  act  a  more  prominent  part. 
When  fighting  was  quite  inevitable,  he  was  the 
best  man  In  England  to  see  you  through  it :  in 
delicate  negotiations,  he  was  perhaps  the  worst. 
Certainly  Reginald  Carloss  had  not  got  the  right 
man  In  the  right  place. 

"  There  Fitzgerald,  read  that,  and  give  me  your 
opinion."     Having  got  as  far  as  this,  it  suddenly 

VOL.  III.  '  E 
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occun-ecl  to  the  Captain,  tliat  what  wltli  cLaret, 
champagne,  socla-and-brandy,  and  the  annoyance 
of  the  confounded  little  Hawbuck,  lie  had  been 
somewliat  precipitate.  The  letter  explained  nothing, 
and  he  had  a  delicate  task  to  perform.  It  was 
certainly  too  late  to  withdraw  from  it  altogether, 
unless  he  proposed  standing  up  l3efore  the  gallant 
Major  himself. 

Fortunately  Major  Fitzgerald  belonged  to  that 
country,  that  Emerald  Isle,  so  fruitful  in  dairy 
produce  and  honoui',  tliat  he  overlooked  the  slight 
disadvantage  of  not  knowing  the  "?r/«7/"  in  the 
pleasure  of  the  conclusion  that  appeared  inevit- 
able. Folding  up  the  letter  again  most  scrupu- 
lously, he  curled  the  end  of  his  moustache  and 
presented  it  to  his  friend. 

"  And  he  refuses  any  explanation  of  the  circum- 
stances of  which  you  believe  yourself  to  have  cause 
to  complain."  There  w^as  more  delicacy  in  the 
absence  of  legitimate  curiosity  than  falls  to  the  lot 
of  most  men.  It  suddenly  occm'red  to  Reginald,  that 
he  might  escape  all  unpleasant  family  disclosures, 
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Avliicli  would  have  been  difficulty  and  miglit  have 
been  impossible. 

"  He  does.  But  he  and  I  are  peculiarly  situated, 
and  I  believe  that  such  an  explanation  as  I  require 
might  be  obtained  by  means  of  a  friend,  without 
any  disclosure  whatever.  Will  you,  Major,  en- 
deavour personally  to  make  him  understand  the 
necessity  of  that  which  he  here  refuses." 

"And  should  he  persist  in  his  refusal?"  and 
here  the  ^iajor  looked  quite  cheerful  at  the  antici- 
pated result. 

"  You  will  be  kind  enough  to  manage  a  meeting 
for  us,  the  sooner  the  better.  Eeginald  Carloss 
went  home,  displeased  with  himself,  and  yet  not 
knowing  exactly  why.  If  he  shot  Beauclerc,  the 
probability  was  that  the  whole  business  would 
find  its  way  into  the  world,  via  the  Central  Cri- 
minal Court.  If  Beauclerc  shot  him,  there  was 
the  same  awkward  ])robability,  the  inconvenience 
of  which  he  would  not  share.  And  if  neither  shot 
the  other,  they  would  both  be  losers  :  his  sister's 
reputation  in  his  eyes  would  still  be  damaged,  and 
e2 
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he,  at  least,  ^voul(l  fail  to  receive  tlie  satisfaction 
he  coveted. 

Satisfaction,  indeed !  perhaps  [never  was  any- 
thing so  unsatisfactory  as  this  necessity  for  shoot- 
ing a  friend,  or  being  shot  by  him.  For  nine 
times  out  of  ten  it  is  one's  friend  who  calls  so  early 
in  the  morning  to  wipe  out  some  pleasantry  which 
never  occurs  between  enemies.  Satisfaction  of 
this  kind  is  most  difficult  to  explain.  As  though 
a  bullet  through  the  head  would  be  a  remedy  for 
an  insult,  or  a  solace  for  the  misfortune  of  having 
quarrelled  at  all.  AVe  were  then  no  wiser  than 
the  knights-errant  of  old ;  indeed,  there  was  some 
sense  and  utility  in  ridding  the  world  of  monsters. 
After  the  death  of  the  last  of  the  chimoeras,  or 
the  decease  of  the  Dragon  of  Wantley,  chivalry 
has  sought  another  form  of  expression,  and  found 
its  victims  in  the  monsters  of  the  drawing-room. 
Since  then  we  have  discovered  that  a  custom, 
which  could  only  plead  to  be  a  modification  of 
uncivihsed  usage,  is  dishonourable,  because  it  is 
unchristian-like,  and  that  any  satisfaction  to  our- 
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selves  is  dearly  pnrcliased  by  the  death  of  a  fellow- 
creature.  There  seems  to  be  quite  excitement 
enough  in  the  world  for  the  rising  generation 
without  re-opening  the  closed  pages  of  the  Code 
of  Honour, 
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CHAPTEE  lY. 

PEEVEXTIOX  BETTER  THAN  CURE. 

]\Iajoe  Fitzgerald  slept  well,  and  ^YokG  in 
good  time  the  following  morning.  Too  early  a 
call,  he  thought,  might  savour  of  impatience ;  so 
he  breakfasted  comfortably,  sent  for  his  horses, 
which  he  was  likely  to  stand  in  need  of,  read 
his  letters  and  the  newspaper  with  some  impa- 
tience, and  then  sallied  forth.  He  had  a  quaiter 
of  an  hour  s  walk  to  Bcllingham-square.  I  caut 
say  that  his  reflections  during  the  time  were  of 
much    value,     at    least    to    peaceable    men,    like 
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myself.  He  -was  ^yondering  at  what  time  the  sun 
rose,  and  in  what  position  lie  should  find  that 
luminary  to-morrow  at  early  dawn  on  Wimbledon 
Common. 

His  knock  was  promptly  answered.  "  lSh\  Beau- 
clerc  is  not  at  home,  sir ;  but  he  shall  have  your 
card  as  soon  as  he  returns." 

At  that  moment  the  Colonel  himself  was  comino; 
down-staii's,  and  found  Major  Fitzgerald  in  con- 
versation with  the  porter.  They  were  known  to 
one  another,  as  men  are,  without  any  introduc- 
tion, in  club  life.  They  would  not  have  spoken 
in  the  street,  but  Colonel  Beauclerc  thought  it 
his  duty  to  make  himself  known  in  his  own  house. 

"  Good  morning :  can  I  be  of  any  assistance  ? " 
The  ^lajor  coloured,  and  thanked  Colonel  Beau- 
clerc. For  a  minute  his  evil  conscience  struck 
him  dum1j  before  the  father  of  his  intended 
victim. 

"  Thank  you — ah !  no — Colonel  Beauclerc.  I 
— that  is,  I  will  call  later,  as  my  business  is  witli 
your  son,  ^Ir.  Beauclerc.     Perhaps  you  will  allow 
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me  to  say  tliree  o'clock  :  I  may  find  him  at  home, 
before  he  goes  for  his  ride." 

The  servant  took  the  message,  for  the  Colonel 
was  unable  to  reply.  At  that  moment  a  sus- 
picion of  the  business  on  ^vhich  Major  Fitzgerald 
-was  so  anxious  to  see  Frank  took  possession  of 
him,  and  he  turned  on  his  heel  as  the  ]Major 
left  the  house.  "  Let  me  know  as  soon  as  Mr. 
Beauclerc  returns." 

The  fact  is,  that  Everard  Beauclerc,  consider- 
in  n-  or  not  considerinii  the  mischief  he  had  been 
doing,  had  already  begun  to  be  more  comfortable 
than  he  had  any  right  to  be.  The  sermon  had 
begun  to  fade :  at  least  the  impression  was  wear- 
hig  out :  and,  though  Frank  talked  of  joining  his 
regiment,  he  had  made  no  preparations  for  doing 
so.  "  lie  is  getting  over  his  disappointment  very 
nicely,"  thought  the  Colonel.  ^-'I  never  saw  a 
fellow  behave  better,  and  I  must  add  another  five 
hundred  to  his  allowance." 

The   appearance   of   ^Nlajor  Fitzgerald   on   the 
scene    changed   or   checked    this    happy    tone   of 
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thought ;  one  indeed  only  natural  to  a  man  who 
lived  as  Colonel  Beauclerc  had  done  for  so  many 
years.  .It  sent  him  back  to  his  reflections.  The 
Colonel  had  all  his  life  been  in  a  majority.  He 
had  been  backed  by  popular  feeling,  and  but  for 
feeling  scarcely  knew  one  thing  from  another. 
He  was  essentially  a  non-thinking  man  :  a  man 
all  impulse  :  so  the  reader  must  not  be  much 
ano;ered  that  I  do  not  make  him  at  once  what  he 
could  not  naturally  become.  He  had  yet  to  be 
purified  by  fire. 

NoWj  however,  he  became  gloomy  and  miserable 
again.  He  began  to  foresee  other  great  evils 
happening  to  his  house.  The  son  was  going  to 
bear  the  iniquity  of  the  father.  So  he  sat  down 
in  a  gloomy  library  at  the  back  of  his  house, 
awaiting  the  arrival  of  Frank :  which  not  hap- 
pening immediately,  he  went  into  the  balcony 
overlooking  his  stables,  and  took  to  a  cheroot. 

Presently  the  long-expected  knock  came,  and 
Frank  entered  the  room. 

"  You  want  me,  sir." 
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"I  do,  my  boy.  Do  you  know  Major  Fitz- 
gerald?" 

"  The  bald  Irishman,  ^^•ith  large  whiskers  and  a 
drooping  moustache  ?  Xo,  I  can't  say  that  I  do. 
I  know  who  you  mean." 

"  He  has  been  here  to  inquire  for  you,  Frank. 
I  met  him  in  the  hall." 

^'And  when  did  he  say  he  would  return?" 
Frank  had  an  idea  that  ]\Iajor  Fitzgerald's  visit 
to  him  could  be  connected  only  Avith  one  circum- 
stance. He  was  vexed  that  his  father  should 
have  acquired  any  knowledge  of  it. 

"  He  said  three  o'clock."  Then  there  was  a 
silence.  Frank  got  up  and  paced  restlessly  the 
length  of  the  room,  which  opened  into  another. 
His  father  looked  out  into  the  court-yard,  and 
beckoned  to  his  groom,  whom  he  saw  standing  at 
the  stable-door. 

"  Saddle  the  chesnut  hack  in  half  an  hour, 
and  bring  her  round.  Tell  me,  Frank,  have  you 
any  idea  of  the  purport  of  Major  Fitzgerald's 
visit?" 
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Frank  was  above  a  falscliood :  but  the  question, 
without  some  prevarication,  was  difficult  to  answer. 
"  I  may  have  some  idea." 

"  And  so  have  I,  Frank.  You  know  what  I 
mean.  Such  a  thing  is  quite  impossible,  mj  boj. 
It  can't  take  place." 

"  We  are  jumping  to  conclusions  rather  quickly, 
my  dear  father." 

"  But  consider,  Frank ;  the  terrible  scandal, 
the  feelings  of  the  girl  herself,  if  the  affair 
should  be  known  beyond  her  OAvn  family  (of 
Avhom,  thank  Heaven !  there  are  but  two,  thought 
the  Colonel) ;  and  Frank,  think  of  3'our  own  self, 
for  my  sake,  my  boy.  Good  God !  into  vdiat 
misery  I  have  brought  you  :  but  not  wittingly, 
Frank,  not  wittingly.  Would  to  God  I  could  ex- 
piate my  own  offences.  Ah !  Oriel,  you  little 
know  how  hard  you  struck  :  or  how  soon  I  should 
find  it  out."  And  then  Everard  Beauclerc  leant 
on  his  son's  shoulder,  and  looked  up  in  his  face, 
wondering  whether  he  was  to  lose  the  son  whom 
he  so  lately  found. 
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"  Promise,  Frank,  to  have  notliing  to  do  "^vlth 
tins." 

But  Frank  was  only  willing  to  temporise. 
"It  seems  difficult  to  arrive  at  any  conclusion 
before  I  know  sometliino;  of  tlie  business.  Con- 
sider,  sir,  this  is  all  conjecture." 

"  But  if  it  is,  as  I  fear— if  it  is— what  then  ? 
Come,  Frank,  you  must  answer  me.  Anything 
but  suspense  :  it  kills  me."  And  certainly  to 
those  who  had  known  Everard  Beauclerc  as  the 
careless  man  of  fashion  and  happy  father,  sur- 
rounded with  luxuries,  and  defiant  of  ill-fortune, 
the  pale  terror-stricken  face  would  have  presented 
a  frightful  subject  of  consideration. 

Frank  still  held  his  father's  hand.  ^'Depend 
upon  me,  sir,  to  do  the  best,  should  youi*  fears  be 
realised.  Yom'  reputation  and  happiness  shall  be 
regarded,  my  dear  father,  as  well  as  my  own." 

"It's  not  my  reputation,  Frank,  or  my  hap- 
piness. You  speak  coldly,  as  if  it  were  a  mere 
question  of  wounded  honour.  Pm  not  tlie  man 
to  counsel  my  own    son  to  tm^n    his   Ijack  upon 
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a  legitimate  quarrel.  We  are  taught  in  the 
service  to  take  our  chance  of  such  affairs :  but 
I  shall  be  your  murderer,  Frank.  I  have  done 
all  this.  It  is  I — only  I :  and  I  thought  no  more 
of  it  than  if  such  things  bore  no  fruit  here,  and 
less  hereafter.  God  forgive  me,  Frank,  and  save 
me  from  this  trial !"  The  Colonel  threw  himself 
on  the  sofa,  and  his  hands  were  joined  convul- 
sively, while  the  veins  in  his  forehead  were  swollen 
almost  to  bursting.  Frank  went  to  him,  and 
taking  his  hands  in  his,  said,  in  a  quiet,  decisive 
manner : 

"Have  patience,  father;  don't  think  in  this 
way :  we  all  make  mistakes :  and  few  suffer  so 
severely  for  them  as  you."  Frank  Beauclerc  could 
not  forget  that  the  poor  girl,  who  was  weeping  in 
silence  over  his  desertion,  and  trusting  to  a  reed 
that  would  pierce  her  flesh,  was  more  severely 
tried  than  either  of  them.     He  had  no  couraire  to 

o 

offer  further  consolation  to  his  father,  so  he  took 
his  way  to  his  own  apartments. 

Trulv  his  reverie  was   not   an   ao-reeable   one. 
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He  had  a  hard  task  to  plav.  He  had  to  satisfy 
the  world  and  himself,  to  say  nothing  of  Eegi- 
nald  Carloss.  Of  the  latter,  however,  he  knev\^ 
nothing,  save  by  conjecture.  Neither  could  he 
shut  his  eyes  to  the  fact  that,  should  he  lose  his 
life,  his  own  father  would,  morally  speaking,  ha 
the  cause  of  that  catastrophe.  It  occurred  to 
him  somewhat  suddenly,  perhaps  not  entii-ely  so, 
that  the  two  offences,  by  the  first  of  which  his 
happiness  had  been  wrecked  and  an  innocent  girl 
been  made  miserable,  and  by  the  second  of  Avhich 
he  was  about  to  risk  what  had  been  given  him  for 
an  especial  purpose,  and  for  which  he  would  be 
called  upon  to  account,  were  not  so  very  venial  as 
the  world  considered  them.  After  that  he  roamed 
about  the  house,  which  had  not  fulfilled  his  own 
views  nor  his  father's  intention  of  being  the  hap- 
piest house  in  London.  Bless  me !  after  all,  how 
little  real  happiness  has  to  do  with  externals  I" 

I  suppose,  making  allowance  for  certain  excep- 
tions, it  was  intended  that  men  should  be  happy. 
I  do  not  mean  to  exclude  women  from  the  same 
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category.  Happiness  onglit  to  be,  and  indeed  is, 
the  rule.  And  yet  when  we  begin  to  analyse  the 
constituents  ,of  happiness  there  are  many  con- 
ditions against  it.  Idleness  is  not  happiness  :  and 
certainly  hard  work  is  not :  though  the  latter  has 
a  stronger  claim  than  the  former.  It  fits  us  to 
enjoy,  which  is  an  anticipation  of  the  real  thing. 
Pleasure  :  that  is,  animal  pleasure  ?  Certainly  not; 
the  very  reaction  is  pain,  which  following,  neces- 
sarily deprives  it  of  its  innate  gratification.  Money  ? 
how  many  persons  have  paused  upon  this  thres- 
hold before  deciding  ?  Well !  the  want  of  it  is 
nearly  the  greatest  misfortune  that  can  befidl  a 
man  :  and  for  this  reason.  It  is  constant  in  its 
pressure.  There  is  no  escape  :  like  certain  deci- 
mals, it  is  ever-recurring.  Time,  the  soother  of 
other  ills,  finds  no  remedy  for  this.  No  man  gets 
accustomed  to  being  starved,  dunned,  arrested,  or 
put  in  gaol.  Heavy  bankruptcy  we  regard  as  an 
anomaly.  We  doubt  its  positive  pleasure ;  even 
that  can  only  be  a  comparative  state  of  happiness : 
a  freedom    from   intense   anxiety,   to   an   honest 
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man,  who  cherishes  the  pleasurable  responsibility 
of  paying  twenty  shillings  in  the  pound  as  soon  as 
he  is  able. 

Happiness  is  in  ourselyes.  In  the  mind — by 
which  we  can  understand  its  possession  in  all 
but  exceptional  cases  :  and  in  nine  hundred  and 
ninety-nine  out  of  eyery  thousand  we  have  the 
satisfaction  of  knowing  that  we  haye  wrecked 
our  own.  Fortune,  accident,  and  other  people  are 
the  great  scapegoats  of  society.     Pope  says, 

Virtue  alone  is  happiness  below, 

and  he  probably  knew  as  much  about  it  as  other 
people.  What  he  imagined  to  be  happiness  else- 
where it  would  be  difficult  to  say.  As  far  as  he 
goes  he  was  as  wise  as  the  heathen  philosophers. 

As  Frank  did  not  make  up  his  mind  what  hap- 
piness was,  I  need  not  go  on  to  define  it.  It  is  at 
least  made  up  as  much  of  negative  as  of  positive 
conditions. 

In  the  mean  time,  Colonel  Beauclerc  kept  his 
horse  Avaiting,  and  ordered  up  some  sherry,  and 
fully  realised  the  position  in  which  he  was  placed. 
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It  is  not  too  miTcli  to  say  that  lie  would  willingly 
have  fought  any  number  of  duels  himself,  if  it 
would  have  bettered  the  situation.  As  to  Frank 
fighting,  that  was  out  of  the  question.  No  wonder 
that  he  shuddered  at  the  possibility  of  such  a 
catastrophe.  Something  must  be  done  to  pre- 
vent it. 

The  Colonel  had  friends  everywhere.  Llany  a 
man  has  with  far  fewer  claims.  The  fact  is,  this 
world  is  full  of  friends,  if  men  did  but  know  how 
to  make  them.  Among  the  popular  fallacies  there 
are  two  most  palpable.  One  that  no  man  has 
more  than  one  good  horse  in  his  life ;  the  other, 
that  you  may  have  thousands  of  acquaintances,  but 
only  one  friend.  Where  have  these  people  lived  ; 
what  sort  of  judges  of  horseflesh  are  they,  and 
what  are  their  expectations  from  their  fellow- 
mortals  ? 

The  first  place  he  rode  to  was  the  Horse 
Guards. 

"  Sir  Nicholas  Pompadour  in  ?  "  said  he,  throw- 
ing the  reins  to  a  red-coated  sweeper. 

VOL.  III.  F 
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"  Yes,  sir ;  first  door  to  the  riglit  on  the  first- 
floor — private  room." 

"  Pray,  sit  down,  sir.  Sir  Nicholas  is  quite  alone, 
sir ;  see  you  directly,  sir  ;"  and  the  man  looked  at 
the  card,  which  carried  weight. 

Sir  Nicholas  Pompadour,  G.C.H.,  K.C.B.,  &c. 
&c.,  was  one  of  the  most  distinguished  officers  in 
the  service.  He  had  done  everything,  everywhere, 
and  was  ready  and  willing  to  do  it  again.  There 
are  plenty  of  them  in  this  happy  country,  if  you 
could  hut  believe  them ;  hut  Sir  Nicholas  had 
distanced  all  his  compeers,  and  if  success  is  any 
criterion  of  merit,  and  I  believe  it  is.  Sir  Nicholas 
was  a  very  deserving  officer  indeed.  He  was  a 
very  intimate  friend  of  Colonel  Beauclerc,  witli 
whom  he  had  fought  and  hunted ;  and  what  was 
more  to  the  pm-pose,  a  great  authority  with  the 
commander-in-chief. 

"  !My  dear  Beauclerc  ;  this  is  lucky.  The  first 
five  minutes  I've  had  to  myself  this  six  weeks. 
Now  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?  "  The  poor  man  had 
been  so  accustomed  to  be  asked  favours  that  he 
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could  not  conceive  the  possil3ility  of  a  disinterested 
visit.     In  tlie  present  instance  lie  was  riglit. 

"  You  don't  look  well ;  "  and  he  pilled  a  bell. 
"  Bring  in  the  sherry  and  a  biscuit.  Anything  gone 
wrong  with  the  young  Lieutenant  of  Hussars  ?  " 

"  Pompadour,  you  can  do  me  a  favour." 

"  Can  I.  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  You're  the  only 
person  that  has  never  asked  me." 

Then  the  Colonel  poured  forth  his  sorrows ;  and 
in  about  half  an  hour  the  two  old  schoolfellows 
knew  all  about  it.  Everard  Beauclerc  concealed 
nothing  from  his  old  friend,  who  may  be  excused 
for  having  no  paternal  feelings,  seeing  he  was  not 
a  father.     He  said  a  little  coarsely  : 

"  This  is  a  devil  of  a  mess ! "  Military  men 
will  say  these  sort  of  things. 

"  Can  anything  be  done.  We  can't  explain,  as 
you  see ;  and  the  boy  can  t  fight,  and  he  can't 
stay  in  his  regiment  without,"  and  the  Colonel 
trembled. 

"Do  you  know  the  Minister,  Lord  Plinlim- 
mon?" 

f2 
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"  Yes ;  slightly.  He  has  always  been  most 
kmcl  to  me  and  to  Fi-ank." 

"  Will  you  trust  him  ?  you  may,  I  can  tell  you ; 
as  readily  as  you  have  me." 

"  I  will,  if  needs  must  be  so/'  and  the  Colonel 
sighed. 

"  You  need  compromise  nobody  but  yourself. 
The  thino;  must  be  done  at  once.  In  the  mean 
time  I  must  see  one  or  two  men.     Come  here  at 

one,  and  I'll  drive  you  to .     We  shall  do  it 

all  in  an  hour." 

Colonel  Beauclerc's  heart  felt  lighter,  and  he 
took  his  leave  to  return  at  the  time  appointed. 

Sir  Nicholas's  brougham  took  them  down  to  the 

Ketreat,  as  the  [Minister  of called  his  suburban 

villa ;  and  they  reached  it  in  due  time.  But  the 
Earl  was  not  at  home  ;  expected  every  minute, 
and  his  Lordship  would  be  sure  to  see  Sir  Ni- 
cholas Pompadour. 

Sir  Nicholas  determined  on  waiting,  and  his 
Lordship  gave  them  full  opportunity  for  admiring 
the  small   octagon  into  which  they  were  shown, 
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and  whicli  exliibited  some  specimens  of  upholstery 
of  the  Renaissance  period.  A  few  newspapers 
and  a  review  or  two  helped  to  pass  half  an  hour. 
The  Colonel  was  not  inclined  for  conversation, 
and  Sir  Nicholas  always  preferred  thinking  .to 
talking.  It  was  the  secret  of  his  success,  which 
was  equal  in  its  line  to  that  of  Everard  Beauclerc 
himself,  and  much  more  remunerative. 

At  length  the  Minister  came  in.  He  received 
his  visitors  most  kindly,  and  with  an  absence  of 
form  which  sj^oke  volumes  for  his  regard  for  his 
sub  at  the  War  Office.  He  was  a  fine  soldier-like 
looking  person,  with  the  sort  of  open  countenance 
and  honest  manner  which  distinguished  the  late 
Duke  of  York  as  "  Tlie  Soldier's  Friend." 

"  Colonel  Beauclerc  will  excuse  our  absence,  if 
you  will  allow  me  to  have  five  minutes'  conversa- 
tion alone,"  said  Sir  Nicholas. 

"  Will  he  ?  then  come  into  my  room,  wliere  we 
shall  not  be  interrupted.  Those  d — d  fellows 
(this  was  a  bad  habit  of  his  Lordship)  at  the  Horse 
Guards   have   got   a   telegraphic  wire,   and  they 
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never  let  me  have  five  minutes  to  myself.  Daw- 
son/' added  he,  to  a  young  man,  who  vas  writmg, 
"  I  shan't  want  you  for  half  an  hour ;  and  tell 
them  not  to  admit  anybody  till  I  ring.  Xow  then, 
Pompadour,  have  a  cigar,  and  sit  down." 

But  Pompadom'  declined  the  cigar,  assuring  his 
Lordship  that  the  business  was  of  importance,  and 
didn't  concern  his  War  Office  duties  all. 

"  But  you  needn't  look  so serious  about  it. 

That  won't  make  it  any  better." 

"  There's  no  one  can  do  that  but  yourself.  Lord 
Plinlimmon ;"  and  then  he  proceeded  to  unfold  his 
extraordinary  mission,  without  however  compro- 
mising anybody  but  his  friend  Beauclerc,  who 
sat  connino;  the  result  of  his  evil  courses  in  the 
other  room. 

"  And  this  is  young  Beauclerc  who  is  going  to 
fight.  I  know  him.  He  passed  a  capital  exami- 
nation, and  is  spoken  of  as  one  of  the  best  and 
most  promissing  officers  in  the  service.  Let's  see ; 
Hoplight  is  his  Colonel.  You  must  get  hold  of 
him.     He  can  stop  it  at  once." 
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"  He's  witli  tlie  reo;iment  at  Brio;liton." 

"  And  wlio's  he  n;oino:  to  fi<i;lit  with  ?  Tou've 
not  told  me  that." 

"  We  can  easily  ascertain."  The  Colonel  had 
made  a  pretty  shrewd  guess. 

"  Is  he  in  the  service.  If  so  send  for  Ids  colonel, 
if  he's  in  town.  Let  him  see  his  man  at  once,  and 
say  we  know  all  about  it,  and  w^on't  have  it. 
Thank  God  people  are  coming  to  their  senses. 
Besides,  you  know  it's  against  the  rules  of  the 
service.  Hang  it.  Pompadour,  we  can't  have  a 
young  fellow's^  life  taken,  or  his  prospects  ruined, 
to  prop  up  such  an  anomaly  as  duelling  in  the 
army.  Say,  I  won't  have  it.  It's  ruin  to  a  man, 
either  way." 

"  If  3'our  Lordship  will  allow  me  the  use  of 
your  name,  it  will  be  stopped." 

'^  Undoubtedly;  and  don't  forget  the  rules  of 
the  service  whatever  you  do ;  and  now,  Pompadour, 
bring  in  Beauclerc,  and  let  us  have  some  luncheon. 
He's  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine.  Or  stay,  you'd 
better  not ;  he  won  t  like  to  see  me  perhaps  to-day : 
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of  course  he  knows  vou  are  ijoino:  to  tell  me  tliis 
precious  history.  Very  awkward,  i^ut  it  ?  sort  of 
thing  that  might  have  happened  to  some  others  of 
our  acquaintance/'  And  then  having  shaken 
hands  with  Pompadour  and  rung  the  bell,  he  puffed 
out  a  volume  of  smoke,  laughed  satisfactorily,  and 
opened  the  sash  window  on  to  the  lawn. 

Pompadour  and  the  Colonel  had  the  brougham 
round  and  drove  back  to  town.  They  had  accom- 
plished half  the  journey,  and  Beauclerc  was  just 
calculatino;  the  chances  of  i!;ettinn"  home  before 
the  promised  visit  of  IMajor  Fitzgerald,  when  a 
little  accident  happened  which  prevented,  sim^^ly, 
the  accomplishment  of  his  pui'pose.  A  drunken 
costermonger  ran  into  Sir  Xicholas's  neatly  ap- 
pointed brougham,  snapping  a  shaft  and  laming 
liis  horse  in  the  off  fore-leg.  Of  course  they  tm'ned 
out,  and  then  they  examined  the  horse,  and  then 
the  carriage,  and  then  the  costermonger,  who  was  in 
the  sacred  charge  of  policeman  F.  196,  for  furious 
di'iving.  What  with  giving  their  names,  and  pro- 
mising to  prosecute,  and  leaving  the  brougham  in 


charge  of  the  servant,  and  walking  to  meet  a  cab, 
three  o'clock  P.  M.  was  some  time  passed  when 
Colonel  Beauclerc  reached  his  home. 

"  AA^ell,  Frank ;  tell  me,  what  has  been  done," 
said  he,  with  more  elasticity  of  spirit  than  he  had 
lately  exhibited.  "Fitzgerald  has  been  here,  I 
presume." 

"  He  was  sufficiently  punctual,  as  you  may  sup- 
pose, sir.  I  have  refused  to  fight."  The  news 
seemed  to  stagger  the  Colonel  not  a  little,  al- 
thouo'h  he  could  but  remember  the  aro;uments  he 
had  himself  used. 

"  Eef  used  to  fia'ht  ?  "  and  it  occurred  to  him  at 
once  that  his  errand  had  been  futile.  Who 
could  have  foreseen  that  the  refusal  was  unneces- 
sary. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  father,  refused  to  fight  on  such 
a  subject,  and  with  Violet's  brother.  I  couldn't 
tell  Fitzgerald  that,  but  I  made  him  understand 
that  in  this  case  it  Avas  impossible.  It  was  hard 
work."  Frank  Beauclerc  had  as  mujh  moral 
courage  as  most  young  men,  but  the  established 


74  THE  BEAUCLERCSj  FATHER  AXD  SOX. 

custom  was  rather  ao-aijist  liim.  Anv  man  can 
fight  when  backed  by  a  strong  majority,  right  or 
wrono;.  But  he  is  a  bold  man  that  can  stand 
up  against  pubhc  opinion. 

The  Colonel  wrung  Frank's  hand  and  walked 
out. 

What  had  really  taken  place  in  his  absence  has 
to  be  related. 

Major  Fitzgerald  was  more  than  punctual  : 
those  who  knew  him  best  gave  him  the  gi'eatest 
credit  for  that  virtue.  AYhen  he  arrived  he  stated 
his  business  in  plain  intelligible  terms.  He  kncAv 
nothing  of  the  cause  of  quarrel  :  nor  was  he 
anxious  to  inquire  into  it.  His  friend  Captain 
Carloss  had  been  refused  an  explanation  of  some 
matter  which  he  considered  capable  of  one  at  the 
hands  of  Frank  Beauclerc.  He  regretted  to  have 
to  act  in  this  manner  between  friends ;  but  he 
hoped  he  might  show  Mr.  Beauclerc  the  absolute 
necessity  of  compliance.  The  explanation  to  go 
directly  from  one  principal  to  the  other.  Other- 
wise the  alternative  (an  usual  but  unpleasant  one) 
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was  a  reference  to  a  third  party,  wlio  would 
arrange  matters  between  tliem.  All  p-entlemen 
understand  this  language.  This  was  the  language 
of  chivalry  in  the  nineteenth  century.  Of  course 
Frank  was  not  behindhand  in  the  fashionable  vo- 
cabulaiy  of  the  day.  Besides  he  had  been  hired 
to  fight — only  it  was  his  country's  battles,  not 
his  own. 

So  he  answered  and  said.  "  And  Captain  Car- 
loss  has  given  no  explanation  of  the  matter  to 
you ;  that  is,  of  the  antecedent  circumstances." 

"  Xone  whatever ;"  and  Major  Fitzgerald  won- 
dered what  that  had  to  do  with  it.  "  And  yet  he 
is  unable  to  understand  that  my  conduct  has  been 
based  upon  circumstances  which  it  is  utterly  im- 
possible to  explain.  I  can  no  more  explain  to  him 
the  motives  of  my  conduct,  tlian  he  can  explain 
his  to  you." 

"  They  probably  involve  the  reputation  of  other 
persons,"  contended  the  ^lajor. 

"  Exactly :  and  so  do  mine  to  a  much  greater 
deirree." 
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'^  Uiider  those  circumstanceSj  I  have  but  one 
alternative." 

"  I  understand  you.  It  is  impossible  that  I 
should  fight :  ^vith  Captain  Carloss  above  all  people. 
Excuse  me,  Major  Fitzgerald,  I  have  thought  the 
matter  over,  and  that  is  the  reason  I  refuse  to  go 
out  with  youi'  friend.  You  may  add  that  my 
hands  are  not  tied  on  other  subjects  or  with  other 
persons." 

Major  Fitzgerald  was  too  cognizant  of  the  uses 
of  civilised  society  to  interpret  this  language  in 
his  own  favour :  thouo;h  his  natural  inclination 
was  rather  in  f  avoiu'  of  that  interpretation.  Having 
nothinn;  further  to  sav,  and  seeino;  that  Frank's 
features  indicated  no  modification  of  his  intention, 
the  Major  retired  to  his  club,  where  he  sat,  lost  in 
wonder  at  Frank's  obtuseness  in  not  fiMitino;  when 
he  had  the  opportunity. 

This  had  taken  place  while  Sir  Nicholas  Pom- 
padour and  Colonel  Bcauclerc  were  being  upset 
on  their  way  from  Lord  Plinlimmoivs  villa. 

"We  have  seen  that  Colonel  Bcauclerc  left  Frank 
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in  some  dudgeon  that  lils  son  had  put  sufficient 
restraint  upon  himself  to  decline  a  challenge.  It 
-svas  not  that  the  Colonel  would  have  had  him 
fio;ht.  All  his  eneroies  had  been  directed  to  an 
opposite  end.  But  now  that  the  boy's  life  was 
likely  to  be  safe,  at  least  as  far  as  Sir  Nicholas 
could  suggest,  and  that  his  honour  need  not  have 
suffered  (such  honour,  I  mean,  as  the  Colonel  de- 
lighted in),  he  was  intensely  disappointed  to  find 
that  his  very  interference  had  produced  the  result 
least  to  be  desired.  Had  he  given  way  to  no  en- 
treaties of  his  father,  the  probability  was  that  both 
life  and  reputation  would  have  been  in  the  keeping 
of  his  friend  Pompadour  and  the  Minister.  With 
these  feelings,  he  took  his  way  to  the  celebrated 
Kag  and  Famish  Club  in  Pall-Mali. 

Here  he  was  doomed  to  disappointment:  for, 
like  all  impulsive  men,  he  regarded  a  little  salutary 
delay  in  that  light.  It  might  in  truth  have  been 
very  salutary,  had  he  run  over  the  exciting  cause 
of  his  present  mission,  and  tried  to  profit  by  the 
consideration.     But  he  was  in  no  frame  of  mind 
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for  reflection  of  any  kind,  and  acted  up  to  the 
liirlit  of  liis  nnderstandino;  and  education:  not  a 
very  briirlit  one.  He  was  about  to  commit  himself 
of  course :  and  nothing  but  his  proverbial  good 
fortune  stood  in  his  way.  As  usual  he  came  out 
of  the  business  scathless. 

"Is  Major  Fitzgerald  in  the  club?"  said  the 
Colonel :  more  hurried  and  out  of  breath  than  he 
had  ever  been  before,  since  landing  in  England. 

"  Just  gone  outj  sir,  not  five  minutes  before 
you  came  in." 

"  Will  you  give  me  his  address  in  town  ?  " 

"  Certamly,  sir.  Xo.  — ,  Jermyn-street,  St. 
James's." 

"  Let  him  have  this  card.  If  I  don't  find  him, 
I  will  write,"  saying  which  Colonel  Beauclerc 
hastened  down  the  steps  with  more  precipitation 
than  usual. 
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jEPaiYN-STEEET,  St.  James's,  in  tlie  centre  of 
all  that  is  brilliant,  liot,  and  unequivocal  about 
London  life,  is  shady  and  isolated :  excepting  for 
the  rent  of  the  houses,  it  might  be  in  the  Seven 
Dials.  It  always  seems  to  us  to  be  just  the  place 
to  rmuinate  in :  a  ])lace  for  the  plotting  of  a  mur- 
der, or  the  planning  of  good  resolutions,  and  just 
on  the  spot  for  trying  them. 

In  this  sub-Jacobite  retreat  sat  Major  Fitzgerald, 
attempting  to  write  a  letter  ;  but  conveying  nothing 
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to  liis  correspondent,  but  the  impression  of  his  own 
dullness,  when  Colonel  Beauclerc's  card  was  put 
into  his  hand  by  his  servant,  and  the  Colonel 
himself  walked  into  the  room. 

No  man,  I  think  Sophocles  remarks  in  the 
QEdlpus  Tyrannns,  can  be  said  to  have  been  happy, 
or  the  reverse,  until  the  end  of  his  life  :  a  remark 
to  the  full  as  caustic  as  it  Avas  consolatory  on  the 
part  of  the  chorus,  considering  the  hat-full  of  mis- 
fortunes which  had  already  fallen  upon  the  Royal 
Usurper.  It  was  certainly  early  days  for  !Major 
Fitzgerald  to  be  hanging  down  his  head,  only 
because  he  had  been  deprived  of  doing  a  great 
service  for  his  friend  Carloss,  by  the  ill-timed 
self-restraint  of  Frank  Beauclerc.  We  must  do 
the  Major  the  justice  to  say  that  he  had  no  doubt 
himself  of  the  courage  of  the  man ;  but  what 
would  the  world  say  ?  If  he  had  been  allowed 
to  define  logically  the  animal  man,  he  would  pro- 
bably have  called  him  a  "  fighting  biped ;"  which 
is  as  comprehensive  as  ''a  biped  without  feathers," 
or  "  a  rational  animal,"  or  many  more  logical  de- 
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finitions  by  which  philosoj)hers  have  designated 
him :  and  it  must  be  submitted  tliat  he  took  most 
of  his  ideas  from  his  experience  of  Ireland,  and 
his  behef  in  the  integrity  of  one  Sir  Jonah  Bar- 
rington. 

Both  gentlemen  bo^Yed,  and  Colonel  Beanclerc, 
after  accepting  a  seat,  and  wondering  how  so  ex- 
pansive a  chest  drew  breath  in  so  confined  a  space, 
began  to  see  that  it  was  his  to  open  the  conversa- 
tion. He  apologised,  therefore,  for  having  in- 
truded; but  not  having  found  Major  Fitzgerald 
at  his  club,  he  had  followed  him  to  the  address 
given  him  by  the  porter. 

Major  Fitzgerald  was  happy  to  see  Colonel 
Beauclerc,  and  sorry  he  should  have  had  the 
trouble.  There  could  be  no  doubt  that  the  Major 
connected  the  visit  with  the  late  challenge,  and 
his  spirits  rose  accordingly. 

"  You  did  my  son  the  favour  to  call  upon  him 
this  afternoon." 

"I  did ;"  and  Major  Fitzgerald  did  not  like  the 
appearance  of  matters. 

VOL.  III.  G 
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"  I  need  hardly  say  that  he  has  made  me  aware 
of  tlie  purport  of  your  visit." 
.  "  And  its  result,  Colonel  Beauclerc?" 

"  And  its  result  ?  There  could  be  no  other.  The 
circumstances  are  of  so  painful  a  nature  as  to 
preclude  the  possibility  of  explanation:  and  my 
son's  hands  are  tied." 

"  He  has  already  told  me  so  :  and  I  am  at  this 
moment  prep?iring  to  call  upon  my  friend  Captain 
Carloss  with  the  unwelcome  intelligence  that  he 
can  have  neither  explanation  nor  satisfaction." 

"  Then,  sir,  do  me  the  favour  to  add  that  al- 
though it  is  out  of  my  son's  power  to  meet  him, 
if  Captain  Carloss  will  accept  me  as  a  substitute, 
I  shall  feel  it  my  duty  to  become  one." 

The  Major  rose  from  his  chair  and  looked  at 
Everard  Beauclerc  with  a  most  sincere  expression 
of  admiration.  The  words  w^ere  scarcely  out  of 
his  mouth  before  the  Colonel  saw  that  he  was 
acting  most  imprudently.  So  he  added,  '^  On  one 
condition  only  I  must  insist.  That  not  a  word  be 
breathed  to  anybody  but  to  the  persons  concerned 
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of  this  meeting  at  any  time  now  or  hereafter.  I 
feel  that  I  am  perfectly  safe  in  yom'  hands :  and 
that  my  son's  reputation  will  not  suffer  through 
you  or  your  friend." 

"  You  may  depend  upon  it :  and  I  wdll  com- 
municate wdth  you  at  your  house  as  quickly  as  I 
can."  The  Colonel  took  leave  of  his  newly  made 
acquaintance,  perfectly  satisfied  that  he  had  unin- 
tentionally relieved  Major  Fitzgerald  of  vvhat  he 
imagined  to  be  a  dilemma. 

When  Major  Fitzgerald  communicated  the  pro- 
posal of  Colonel  Beauclerc  to  Keginald  Carloss, 
he  looked  up  with  a  puzzled  expression  of  face. 

"  Do  you  know  that  I've  had  a  visit  from  the 
Colonel  of  my  regiment." 

"  Very  attentive  on  his  part :  but  I  don't  see 
what  he  has  to  do  with  it." 

"  He  came  here  to  hint  to  me,  which  he  did  in 
unmistakable  language,  that  some  great  people 
were  interesting  themselves  in  my  behalf,  and " 

"  Well,  I  hope  they'll  take  care  of  you.     In  the 

mean  time " 

g2 
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"  They've  so  great  an  inclination  for  taking  care 
of  me,  that  tliey  liave  proposed  to  put  me  on 
parole,  not  to  fight ;  or  under  arrest,  if  neces- 
sary." 

"  Xot  to  fight !  That's  something  new.  Who's 
idea  was  it  ?  " 

"  Old  Pompadour's,  I  believe :  they  say  the 
Minister  determined  to  put  a  stop  to  it.  I  can't 
make  out  where  they  got  their  information :  for 
they  knew  all  about  it  nearly  as  soon  as  you  had 
delivered  the  message.  It  couldn't  have  been  the 
Colonel,''  said  Carloss,  with  a  perplexed  air. 

"  Xo  ;  that's  impossible.  He's  a  perfect  gentle- 
man, and  too  fond  of  fi£][litino;  himself.  It  was 
very  handsome  of  him  to  come  forward  so  readily." 

"  Couldn't  have  been  any  one  of  the  Rag  ?  " 
asked  Reginald. 

"  Nobody  knew  of  it,  unless  the  porter  was 
listening  last  night  at  the  keyhole." 

"  It's  a  most  extraordinary  thing ;  but  there's 
an  end  of  it.  I  really  am  ashamed  of  having 
given   }'ou   so   much  trouble,  Fitzgerald;    but  it 
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can't  be  helped.  You  must  go  to  Colonel  Beau- 
clerc  for  me."  So  lie  undertook  to  cany  the 
message  of  peace.  And  his  admiration  for  the 
Colonel  was  not  diminished^  though  his  regret  at 
the  termination  of  so  promising  an  "  affair"  was 
scarcely  exceeded  by  Everard  Beauclerc's  satis- 
faction. 

After  this  solution  of  some  of  the  Colonel's 
difficulties,  matters  went  on  much  as  before.  Frank 
was  found  riding  occasionally  with  his  father; 
sometimes  with  Lady  Evelyn,  or  a  brother-officer ; 
more  frequently  by  himself.  Having  never  ex- 
hibited buoyant  spirits,  he  was  not  said  to  have 
lost  them  ;  Imt  he  took  less  interest  in  his  favourite 
amusements. 

The  Derby  and  Ascot  went  by.  The  Colonel 
lost  his  money ;  at  the  former  in  sufficient  quan- 
tity ;  at  the  latter  a  hundred  or  two.  Frank  drove 
a  drag  from  the  barracks  at  Windsor  on  the  Cup 
Day,  and  felt  more  like  himself  on  the  box  than 
elsewhere.  The  cloud  remained,  however,  between 
himself  and  his  father ;  and  that  made  them  both 
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uncomfortable,  tlioun;li  not  less  really  affectionate 
Indeed,  the  cause  of  much  of^  Frank's  sorrow- 
was  evident  anxiety  of  his  father  for  Frank's 
happiness,  and  the  consciousness  that  his  own 
faults  had  destroyed  it.  It  seemed  to  be  making 
an  older  man  of  him ;  and  the  sphits  which  were 
before  so  full  of  grace  and  youth,  were  now  more 
frequently  the  offspring  of  recklessness.  They 
were  wise  enough,  nevertheless,  to  keep  their 
regi'ets  to  themselyes,  and  the  world  did  not  see 
them  quite  as  we  do.  The  end  of  the  season  was 
approaching.  It  had  been  a  gay  one,  apparently, 
and  a  warm  one,  unquestionably ;  and  now  the 
[Ministers  waited  for  Goodwood  and  the  Budget, 
and  then  the  end  of  all  things  was  at  hand,  until 
the  following  year. 

It  seems  ungracious  to  leave  our  Dramatis 
Personam  entirely  to  themselves.  The  progress  of 
the  story,  not  to  make  a  blunder,  demands  retro- 
gression. 

Colville  and  liis  wife  sat  on  each  side  of  the  fire- 
place.    There  was  a  little  fire  in  the  grate ;  a  little 
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is  necessary  to  give  a  tone  of  comfort  even  to  a 
summer  in  this  country.  Alice  Colville  sat  at  the 
table  reading,  and  some  younger  children  deco- 
rated the  room  in  various  parts.  It  was  large, 
and  looked  upon  a  handsome  lawn  and  garden. 
One  of  its  windows  was  still  open. 

"  Charlie,  ring  the  bell." 

"Yes,  papa;  what  for?" 

"  To  light  the  chandelier.  I  should  think  it  was 
time  for  you  to  go  to  bed.     Where's  ^laurice  ?  " 

"Pie's  been  over  to  Madame  Eosenfels,  papa, 
and  I  think  he's  gone  to  bed." 

"Well,^my  boy,  you'd  better  follow  him;"  and 
Charlie,  with  a  promiscuous  band  of  all  ages,  left 
the  room.  The  garden  windows  were  closed,  and 
the  room  shut  up  for  the  night.  The  party  con- 
sisted of  ]\Ir.  and  Mrs.  Colville,  Alice,  and  her 
sister  Constance. 

"  What's  become  of  Violet  ?  "  said  Constance. 
"  I  haven't  seen  her  for  days." 

"  They're  at  Brighton  again.  I  had  the  most 
extraordinary  letter  from  her  this  morning.     They 
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have  a  very  nice  house,  and  seem  to  be  enjoying 
themselves." 

"  I'm  glad  of  it,  poor  child ;  she  didn't  seem 
likely  to  enjoy  herself  much  here/'  said  Mrs.  Col- 
ville,  who  ^Yas  not  willing  to  give  credit  for  what 
she  could  not  understand.  ''  It  seems  to  me  that 
Frank  Beauclerc  is  behaving  shamefully." 

"  Let's  have  the  letter,  Griffin,"  said  her  father. 

"  It's  impossible  to  read  it  through  again — the 
only  part  you'll  care  to  hear  about  is  that  she  has 
had  an  offer." 

"  And  refused  it,"  said  her^mother :  "  of  course ; 
that's  the  hardship." 

"  I'm  not  sur])rised  at  it,  seeing  it  was  from 
Lord  Alfred  Stoper.  I  should  have  refused  it 
too." 

"  You're  parti cuhir,  dear,"  said  Constance ; 
"  but  poor  Violet  ouglit  not  to  be." 

"  Suppose  you  were  to  talk  about  what  you 
understand,  Conny  dear,"  rejoined  her  sister,  who 
stood  up  manfully  for  her  friend.  "  The  strange 
part  is,  mamma,  that  Madame  tried  to  persuade 
her  to  accept  him." 
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"I  sliould  think/'  said  Mr.  Colville,  "  tliat  that 
was  very  like  Charhe,  who  has  discovered  that  the 
pony  won't  go  near  water:  it's  astonishing  how 
bokl  he  is  at  a  brook." 

"  Poor  Violet !  "  again  said  Mrs.  Colville,  "  how 
little  she  has  deserved  her  fate." 

"  I  believe  Violet  is  as  confident  of  a  hap])y  ter- 
mination to  the  business,  as  if  there  was  no  hitch 
in  it  at  all,"  replied  Alice. 

"  I  can't  understand  the  business,"  said  Colville. 
How  should  he  :  what  man  ever  does  understand 
such  devotion,  such  patience,  such  enduring  love 
as  woman  is  capable  of  ?  and  after  a  prolonged 
stance  they  all  went  to  bed. 

Two  people  alone  of  the  family  never  gave  him 
up  ;  it  was  Colville  and  the  Griffin. 

In  the  mean  time,  Violet  was  not  enjoying  herself. 
She  had  refused  Lord  Alfred,  although  Madame 
had  urged  his  suit.  She  was  quite  secure  in  her 
partisanship :  and  knew  enough  of  her  ward's 
character  to  practise  upon  it  with  considerable  suc- 
cess. Colvllle's  view  of  the  question  was  a  just 
one.     Violet's  passive  courage  was  very  great :  but 
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her  health  began  to  give  way  before  these  constant 
efforts  to  appear  mdifferent.  Once  only  she  had 
broken  down.  She  was  more  beautiful  than  ever ; 
and  her  shiOTo;  had  caused  such  a  sensation  in  her 
limited  society,  that  she  could  scarcely  refuse  to 
sing  without  provoldng  remark. 

One  night  she  had  been  asked  as  usual,  and  had 
compHed.  She  had  been  urged  to  sing  a  particular 
song.  It  was  a  favom'ite  of  Frank,  and  she  sang 
it  with  a  tenderness  and  f eelmo;  that  made  it  univer- 
sally  popular.  "  Oh,  ask  me  not  to  sing  to-night," 
had  seldom  been  heard  with  such  expression  as 
Violet  had  thrown  into  it.  She  exerted  herself 
now  not  so  much  to  please  others,  as  to  convince 
herself  of  her  ov^ii  self-restraint.  She  had  got 
through  the  first  part  of  her  song  with  a  feelirg 
and  beauty  that  surprised  those  who  had  heard  it 
on  foimer  occasions.  The  notes  became  more 
plaintive,  more  thilling,  as  she  proceeded,  but  her 
large  eyes  filled  gradually  with  tears,  her  cheelvs 
grew  paler  and  paler,  and  when  she  reached  the 
"  refrain  "  for  the  second  time,  "  The  friends  that 
loved  me  are  not  here,"  she  gave  one  faint  or}',  and. 
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in  endeavouring  to  rise,  fell  into  the  arms  of  Major 
Steacliman,  who  stood  behind  her  chair.  She 
never  was  guilty  of  the  weakness  again,  for  she 
steadily  refused  on  all  future  occasions  to  subject 
herself  to  the  trial. 

Alice  Colville  was  enlivening  a  warm  sultry 
afternoon  by  mending  her  tandem  harness  on  tlie 
lawn.  She  had  an  awl  in  one  hand,  and 
cobbler's  wax  and  some  twine  in  the  other. 
Her  wheeler  looked  on  over  the  iron  hurdles 
which  separated  the  garden  from  the  field.  Charlie 
was  encouraging  her  by  a  tune  on  the  banjo,  and 
her  brother  Maurice  was  riding  an  old  pony  over 
some  broken  hurdles  and  brushwood  vvdiich  did 
duty  for  a  bar.  It  did  not  matter  to  him  that 
there  had  been  no  rain  for  a  month ;  pony's  legs  arc 
made  for  wear  and  tear ;  and,  excepting  a  young 
lady,  I  know^  nothing  so  good  for  proving  them  as 
a  schoolboy  without  fear  of  consequences  to  himself. 

"  Please,  miss,  there's  a  man  waiting  to  see  you 
in  the  front  of  the  house." 

"  A  man  ?  What  sort  of  a  man,  Sophy  ?  Why 
didn't  you  show  him  in  ?  " 
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"  'Cos  master's  best  hat  and  great-coat  are  lying 
on  the  hall  table." 

"  Then  he  isn't  a  gentleman  ?  " 

^'  Xo,  miss,  he  looks  like  a  servant  out  of  place." 

^'Then  let  him  sit  clown  in  the  hall.  Xever 
mind  about  the  coats."  Then  Alice  Colville  re- 
adjusted her  spectacles,  and  laid  her  leader's  traces 
down  on  the  grass,  wondering  why  she  should  be 
summoned  to  a  servant  out  of  place.     "  Sophy." 

^'  Yes,  miss." 

''Did  you  ask  his  name?"*  Sophy  smiled  rather 
suj)erciliously,  and  replied : 

"Yes,  miss.  He  said  his  name  was  Jonas 
Parker,  but  you  wouldn't  know  him  by  his  name. 
I  think  it's  only  some  petition  or  other.  They're 
always  coming  to  the  front  door  just  at  these  racing 
times.  Drat  the  petitions,"  added  she  to  herself, 
as  she  turned  away.  '^  It's  Thomas's  business,  not 
mine."  But  Sophy  was  disappointed  at  not  finding 
a  younger  and  better-looking  groom,  and  revenged 
herself  by  leaving  Jonas  outside. 

"Jonas  Parker,"  thought  the  Griffin.     "'Surely 
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I've  heard  of  him  before ;  "  and  following  quickly 
into  the  hall  she  saw  before  her  Frank  Beauclerc's 
servant ;  who  looked  hot,  dusty,  and  tired,  having 
walked  hastily  up  from  the  station. 

"Ask  your  pardon,  miss,"  said  he,  "but  I 
thought  I  might  speak  to  you  for  a  minute."  Then 
he  looked  round  suspiciously,  and  Alice  desired 
Sophy  to  go. 

"  Come  in  here  ; "  and  she  opened  the  door  of 
her  father's  study,  which  she  knew  to  be  unoccu- 
pied. "  Now  sit  down  ;  stay,  first  ring  that  bell ; " 
which  he  did.  The  result  was  beer  and  cold 
meat  on  a  tray.  Sophy  began  to  think  she  had 
made  a  mistake.  Alice  Colville  Avas  impatient  to 
know  what  brought  him  down. 

"  Well,  miss,  asking  your  pardon,  I  heard  some- 
thing last  niMit ;  and  master's  irone  down  to  Beau- 
vale  for  a  day  or  two.  So  I  thought  I'd  run  down 
to  speak  to  you.  You  see,  ever  since  that  mornin', 
miss,  as  you  and  the  young  lady  come  up  to  town, 
the  Colonel  hasn't  been  quite  right." 

"Xot   quite  right,   Mr.  Parker,  what   do   you 
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"  Why,  you  see,  miss,  there  was  that  liorse  of 
the  Duke's  :  he  never  took  no  notice  hke,  but  loses 
a  lot  o'  money,  when  the  horse  was  at  three  to  one. 
It  ain't  reasonable  like.  He  ought  to  have 
hedged." 

"  Ought  to  have  edged  !"  repeated  Miss  Colville 
mechanically.  She  had  a  great  horror  of  a  mystery 
especially  between  servant  and  master. 

"  Yes,  miss.  He  seemed  hardly  to  take  any  in- 
terest in  the  Derby.  He  might  have  knowed  that 
the  liorse  was  as  good  as  dead,  he'd  been  so 
pepper' d." 

"  Been  so  peppered  ! "  which  recalled  nothing  to 
Miss  Colville's  mind  but  the  meat  pies  of  early 
days ;  "  but  I  don't  see  what  peppered  horseflesh 
has  to  do  with  me.  Have  you  something  to  com- 
municate from  Mr.  Beauclerc  ?  " 

"  No,  miss  ;  but  I  thought  you'd  like  to  know  as 
Baba  was  taken  yesterday  with  delirium  tremens." 

"  Really ;  well,  I  suppose  that's  very  bad,  Mr. 
Parker." 

"  Yes,  miss ;  but  she'll  get  round  this  time,  I 
hope." 
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"And  wlio  is  Baba?  for  I  don't  quite  see  my 
way  through  the  business  now  ;  or  how  I  can  be  of 
service  to  you  or  your  master." 

"  She's  the  Indian  woman  as  Hved  along  with 
Madame;"  here  he  jerked  his  thumb  over  his 
shoukler,  and  then  proceeded  to  smoothe  and  pohsh 
his  hat  which  he  had  hekl  in  his  hand  ever  since 
he  finished  his  cokl  beef.  I  never  saw  a  o;entle- 
man's  servant,  however  shabby,  in  place  or  out  of 
place,  who  did  not  set  great  store  by  the  polish  of 
his  hat.  Jonas  Parker  was  a  very  moderate  ser- 
vant, but  he  was  no  exception  to  the  general 
rule. 

"And  how  long  have  you  had  anything  to  do 
with  the  Indian  woman,  wdio  comes  down  here  to 
see  Madame  Rosenfels  ?  " 

"  Bless  you,  miss  :  I  came  over  from  India  vv- ith 
'em,  and  helped  to  nurse  ]\Iiss  Violet  and  ]Miss 
Margaret." 

"  That's  the  poor  little  thing  that  died  when  she 
was  four  years  old  ?"  inquired  the  Griffin,  who  was 
getting  unconsciously  interested  in  the  business. 

"  Well,  ma'am,  they  do  say  so,  of  course :  be- 
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cause  Miss  Violet,  that's  the  young  lady  as  Is  alive 
now,  is  called  ^liss  Violet.  But,  somehow,  since  I 
heard  her  name,  and  helped  ^Ir.  Frank  to  take  her 
out  of  the  water,  I've  had  my  doubts  :  and  last 
night  they  were  confirmed." 

Here  was  a  new  lic^ht  breakino;  on  Alice.  She 
had  never  regarded  Jonas  with  much  interest  be- 
fore :  but  to  wonder  that  so  smart  a  fellow  as 
Frank  Beauclerc  should  put  up  with  so  stupid  and 
apparently  inferior  a  servant.  That  riddle  was 
solved  at  all  events.     Now  for  the  other. 

"  HoAV  were  your  doubts  confirmed  ?  " 

"Master,  you  see,  miss,  went  to  Beauvale,  and 
left  me  in  town  :  so,  having  nothing  to  do,  I  says 
to  myself,  just  in  that  way,  I  says,  I  haven't  been 
to  see  old  Mrs.  Baba  for  a  long  time ;  I'll  go  up  to- 
night. So  I  goes."  Here  he  looked  for  approba- 
tion to  Alice  Colville :  whether  for  his  activity  or 
feelings  of  friendship  it  would  be  difficult  to  say. 

"Go  on,"  says  Alice  Colville,  stamping  her  foot 
and  pocketing  her  spectacles,  both  signs  of  impa- 
tience in  Alice. 
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"Certainly,  miss.  Baba  likes  her  tea  pretty 
strong."     Here  he  thought  he  had  made  a  point. 

"  There's  no  great  harm  in  that,  ^Ir.  Parker,  I 
suppose." 

"Ah!  miss,  you  don't  understand.  I  mean 
strong  of  brandy." 

"  Oh !  I  see.  Go  on."  She  forcjot  that  she 
had  provoked  this  explanation. 

"  And  when  I  got  there  I  found  her  very  ill, 
miss." 

"  Tipsy,  I  suppose,  you  mean  to  say.  I'm  ]iot 
afraid  of  the  word." 

"  No,  miss.  I  mean  ill — ill  in  bed  of  delirium 
tremens."  Alice  Colville  did  not  choose  to  exhibit 
her  ignorance  of  the  cause  or  effect  of  this  remark- 
able malady. 

"  She  knew  me,  miss :  as  soon  as  I  goes  up  :  for 
the  woman  o'  the  house  couldn't  mana£]!;e  her.  She 
thought  she  saw  ghosts  and  devils,  and  offer'd  all 
her  money  to  get  away  from  them.  Then  the 
Doctor,  he  come :  and  when  she  got  better,  she 
thought  she  was  a-going  to  die.     So  she  calls  me  to 

VOL.  III.  H 
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her,  and  she  says  three  or  four  times.  ^I  tell 
you  it  ain't  Miss  Violet.  Take  back  all  the 
money,  and  the  lace,  and  the  things.  It  ain't 
Violet.  Bless  her  dear  little  heart  she's  gone  to 
heaven,  ^vhere  I  shan't  see  her.'  Then  just  when 
I  began  to  ask  her  all  about  it,  she  goes  off  again, 
a-cursing  and  a-screetching  like  anything." 

"  And  who  is  Mss  Violet  then,  do  you  tliink  ?  " 
said  Alice  Colville  with  the  acuteness  of  an  Old 
Bailey  counsel. 

"Law,  ma'am,  how  should  I  know;  only  I 
thought  it  was  you  as  might  know  something  about 
these  things,  so  I  took  and  come  down.  Xo  offence, 
miss." 

"None  in  the  world,  ^Ir.  Parker.  But  what 
was  Miss  Violet's  cousin  called  ?  " 

"  Oh !  she  was  Miss  Margaret.  ^liss  Violet, 
she  always  looked  so  pale  and  peaked  like :  as  if 
she  hadn't  much  strength.  No  one  would  a  Avon- 
dered  much  at  her  going  off.  But  children  do 
alter  so :  white  hair  gets  dark,  and  noses  changes, 
and  teeth  makes  a  difference,  and  the  fat  ones  they 
get  lean.     I  ain't  much  posted  up  in  babies,  to  be 
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sure,  miss:  but  Miss  Margaret,  slie  was  a  real 
beauty,  and  then  to  think  she  should  go  and  die." 

"  xlnd  which  of  the  young  ladies  was  it  that  had 
so  much  money  ?  " 

"  Oh !  that  was  Miss  Violet,  of  course,  ma'am. 
I  knew  the  Major :  served  under  him,  and  was  in- 
valided ;  he'd  got  a  good  bit  o'  money  himself,  and 
married  a  lady  who'd  got  more.  That's  when 
Madame  Rosenfels  came  out  to  them." 

This  long  conversation  drew  to  an  end  at  last : 
and  when  Jonas  Parker  went  back  to  the  train, 
and  the  young  lady  to  her  tandem  harness,  they 
were  both  of  them  satisfied  with  their  afternoon's 
entertainment. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

OUR  WOELD,  AND  WHAT  IT  SAYS  OF  US. 

There  lie :  and  there  thy  character. 

Wiitier's  Tale.     Siiakespeare. 

The  Cardington  Club  is  of  the  most  recliercM 
description.  Its  rooms  arc  magnificently  luxurious, 
its  servants  self-respectfully  oheissants,  its  libraiy 
of  the  lightest  as  regards  literature,  of  the  heaviest 
as  regards  atmosphere,  its  dinners  irreproachable, 
and  its  members  of  the  true  West-end  type.  Its 
purpose  actually  and  ostensibly  is  gambling :  and 
to  belong  to  it  without  indulging  in  that  popular 
weakness  would  be  to  paint  yourself  considerably 
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blacker  than  you  need  be — to  put  on  the  devil's 
livery  without  having  irreclalmably  entered  his 
service.  When  we  say  that,  we  say  all  that  can 
be  said  against  it.  But  if  you  are  not  prepared 
for  five-guinea  points,  and  five-and-twenty  on  the 
rub,  to  say  nothing  of  taking  or  laying  the  odds  to 
a  hundred  or  two,  you  need^  not  cast  in  your  lot 
at  the  Cardington.  We  are  inclined  to  think 
that  the  rate  of  admission  is  something  after  the 
fashion  of  the  Alpine  Club,  where  a  certain  num- 
ber of  stiff  passes,  two  or  three  difficult  summits, 
and  a  well-crevassed  glacier  or  two  are  now  con- 
sidered requisite  for  qualification.  The  difficul- 
ties are  said  to  have  been  raised  since  a  gentleman 
claimed  upon  the  merit  of  walking  from  Boulogne 
to  Paris.  Nothing  under  the  loss  of  a  small  for- 
tune, its  recovery  by  brilliant  successes  at  Hom- 
burg  or  Baden,  a  reputation  for  ecarte  acquired 
in  the  best  salons  of  Paris  and  Vienna,  or  a  ten- 
thousand-pound  book,  should  be  allo^ved  to  qualify 
for  the  Cardington. 

The  society  is  of  the  most  refined :  the  gambling 
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of  the  most  unmitic^atecl.  Under  ordinaiT  cir- 
ciimstances,  morning  and  night  are  devoted  to 
the  pleasures  of  one  table,  evening  alone  to  the 
pleasures  of  another.  It  is  but  right  to  say  that 
you  may  be  ruined  like  a  gentleman,  if  you 
please  :  and  having  left  the  residue  of  your  money, 
your  last  night's  losings,  in  the  hand  of  tlie 
secretary,  you  may  blow  out  your  brains  in  the 
morning,  with  the  certainty  that  your  memory  \^'ill 
be  respected. 

But  as  the  club  includes  in  its  members  every- 
body of  any  consideration  in  the  play-circles,  a 
very  lively  coterie,  discussing  the  news  of  tlie 
army,  navy,  the  heau  monde,  politics  or  New- 
market, is  usually  to  be  found  at  its  tln^eshold  or 
thereabouts  some  time  from  twelve  till  seven,  ac- 
cording to  weather  or  business.  These  consist 
mainly  of  the  junior  members,  who  combine  cheer- 
ful conversation  with  the  main  features  of  their 
speculative  existence.  Older  members  are  more 
staid  and  reflective,  and  somewhat  indifferent  to 
the  "on  dits"of  the  day.     They  "cut  in"  and 


OUR  WORLDj  AND  WHAT  IT  SAYS  OF  US.      103 

"out,"  and  leave  or  take  away  their  hundreds: 
they'^go  elsewhere,  to  St.  Stephen's,  perhaps,  for 
their  gossip. 

The  Army  are  great  patrons  of  the  Carding- 
ton :  that  is  the  cavalry  men.  The  liveliest  portion 
of  its  members  consists  of  these  men  ;  and  the 
waifs  and  strays  who  are  said  to  live  by  their  wits. 
It  is  an  euphemism  in  many  cases;  unless  wit 
means  passing  some  unsuccessful  days  and  nights 
upon  borrowed  money,  and  then  levanting  to 
Homburg  or  Spa,  leaving  nothing  behind  but  a 
reputation  for  the  creditors  to  feed  on,  and  which 
is  so  scanty  as  to  afford  but  a  very  bad  meal. 

On  a  fine  afternoon  towards  the  end  of  the 
season,  about  the  time,  in  fact,  of  which  we  have 
been  writing,  there  were  some  half  dozen  worthy 
gentlemen  just  turning  out  of  the  club  doors,  having 
been  inspecting  their  accounts,  and  putting  them 
straight  at  the  expense  of  an  honest  tradesman  or 
indulgent  father  or  two.  The  most  conspicuous 
of  these  was  our  friend  Sloper.  Lord  Alfred  had 
his  hands  deeply   buried  in   empty  pockets,   and 
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looked  as  sleepily  unconcerned  as  if  lie  had  not 
lost  a  hundred  and  fifty,  and  been  refused,  all 
within  the  last  three  days. 

The  world  was  going  towards  the  Eow,  and 
another  world  almost  as  select  was  going  about 
shopping  in  Bond-street,  Piccadilly,  and  St. 
James's  :  Sloper  and  his  friends  turned  their  backs 
on  both,  and  assembled  on  the  club  steps. 

"T^^lat's  the  opera  to-night,  Sloper?"  said 
Adolphus  Croker,  a  gTcat  amateur,  who  when 
he  was  not  plaA-ino;  was  always  talkins;  about 
singing. 

^'  Haven't  an  idea,"  replied  Lord  Alfred. 
"  That's  true  enough,"    remarked   Corydon    of 
the   Guards,    ^'  but   you  ought  to  know  that  it's 
not  an  idea,  but  a  fact.     They  give  Don  Giovanni 
to-night.     It's  changed  from  next  Thursday." 
^•'  Are  you  going,  Corydon  ?  "  said  Lord  xVlfred. 
'^  Xo  :    my    mother    has    lent    her    Ijox    to    a 
cousin  of  mine,  and  I've  given  my  seat  to  Can- 
dituft  :  he's  in  love,  and  I'm  not." 

"What!    is   it    the  Marchcssa?     Li   love?      I 
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sliouki  think  he  ^yas.  She's  the  prettiest  woman 
in  London.  She's  just  like  Sloper's  beauty  at 
Brighton ;  what's  her  name,  Sloper  ?  Daisy  or 
Violet  Something." 

At  this  juncture  they  were  joined  by  Captain 
Cheesman,  who  hearing  the  last  remark,  and 
being  utterly  innocent  of  any  sentiment  himself, 
broke  into  the  conversation  with  more  fidelity 
than  tact. 

"  Sloper's  woman :  bless  your  soul,  he  hasn't  a 
chance.  Beauclerc's  the  man.  He'd  give  Sloper 
a  stone  and  a  half,  and  a  handsome  beating,"  and 
on  he  went,  having  added  considerably  to  some 
sluggish  ill-nature  which  was  already  kindling  in 
Lord  Alfred's  breast. 

"By  the   way,   Sloper,   what's   the   row  about 

Beauclerc  and  Carloss  of  the Hussars.  Cliat- 

terton  told  me  that  they  hardly  spoke.  He  met 
them  one  m<j\\t  at  Windsor,  not  lono;  a£^o.  He 
told  some  nonsensical  story  about  Beauclerc  and 
Fitzgerald :  I  didn't  listen ;  I  suppose  it's  all  a 
myth." 
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"  No/'  said  Sloper,  pretending  considerable  re- 
luctance, "  it's  not  a  niytli,  unfortunately.  I  heard 
something  about  it  one  night  at  the  Pavilion." 

"  The  deuce  you  did  :  I  thought  he  was  such 
a  popular  man."  Sloper  shook  his  head  slowly, 
and  then  put  his  collars  straight  again  after  the 
exertion. 

'^  Is  it  about  the  girl  ?  A  sister  of  Carloss's, 
isn't  she  !  They  said  he'd  been  hanging  on  all 
the  season,  and  then  engaged  himself  to  Lady 
Evelyn  Ashdale."  So  spoke  Cory  don,  and  how 
he  got  so  near  the  truth  as  that  nobody  knows  to 
this  day.  But  part  of  the  story  was  out,  and  we 
know  how  much  to  believe.  The  attachment  Lord 
Alfred  thought  it  right  to  deny  at  once. 

"  Ah,  the  girl  didn't  care  about  him ;  but  it  was 
worse  than  that  a  great  deal,"  and  here  the  heads 
came  together.  "He  wouldn't  fight,"  ominously 
added  he. 

"  What  are  they  doing  about  it  at  the  Eag  ?  " 
"  They're  beginning  to  fight  very  shy  of  him. 
He  don't  go  there  much ;  and  now  he's  gone  out 
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of  town.  I  believe  the  Colonel  advised  liim  to  sell 
at  once." 

"  Talk  of  the  devil,  here  he  comes ;"  and  true 
enough  at  that  moment  Frank  Beauclerc  rode 
slowly  past  the  steps  of  the  Cardington;  Sloper 
walked  in,  and  was  followed  by  another  mutual 
acquaintance.  Corydon,  not  knowing  him,  stood 
his  ground  and  stared. 

Frank  looked  very  steadily  and^sternly  as  he  rode 
by,  not  unconscious  of  what  had  happened,  but 
determined  not  to  see  it. 

"I'll  tell  you  what,  Croker,  that  fellow  don't 
look  as  if  he  was  afraid  to  fight.  By  Jove,  what 
a  fine-looking  fellow  he  is  to  be  sure." 

From  that  time  Frank  Beauclerc  bec^an  to  feel 
or  to  fancy  slights  from  his  former  companions ; 
and  a  circumstance  soon  showed  him  that  it  was 
not  entirely  fancy. 

There  was  on  the  board  of  a  certain  club  a  very 
eligible  youngster  just  out,  for  election.  His 
sponsors,  as  proposer  and  seconder,  were  to  have 
been  Frank  Beauclerc  and  Lord  Gorsehampton, 
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and  liis  election  was  to  come  on  a  certain  Friday. 
Three  or  four  days  before,  Frank  Beauclerc  met 
his  friend  Blackett,  and  reminded  him  that  he 
^YOuld  be  up  for  the  ckib  in  a  day  or  two.  Blackett, 
who  was  young  and  honest,  did  not  receive  the 
intelhgence  Avith  that  amount  of  satisfaction  which 
was  due  to  an  early  election,  or  with  that  gratitude 
which  an  interest  in  his  affairs  appeared  to  merit. 
He  ^nium'd"  and  ^'ha'd,"  not  according  to  his 
custom :  blushed,  which  is  a  gi'eat  treat  in  St. 
James's  after  midday,  and  then  told  a  little  fib, 
Avhich  is  common  enouo-li  in  the  daily  affairs  of 
life,  and  difficult  to  avoid  under  all  circumstances, 
unless  you  would  live  at  daggers  drawn  with  your 
neighbour. 

"  AVell,  to  tell  you  the  truth,"  said  the  ingenu- 
ous Blackett "  (and  I  always  mistrust  that  form  of 
expression  myself,  and  never  use  it  when  I  want  to 
be  believed),  ^'  I  thought  you  were  out  of  town, 
and  had  forgotten  all  about  the  election." 

"  I've  only  been  away  for  a  couple  of  days :  I 
spoke  to  the  secretary  about  it,  and  gave  him  the 
names,"  said  Beauclerc,  dryly. 
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"  Yes ;  I  know,  it  was  very  good  of  you ;  but 
you  see,  not  being  sure  about  it,  I  met  St.  Clair, 
and  I  just  spoke  to  him,  and  so  you  see  it  wouldn't 
be  civil  to  throw  him  over,  so  the  secretary  has 
put  his  name  as  my  proposer  instead  of  yours.  I 
really  am  very  sorry,  but  I  don't  know  St.  Clair 
very  intimately,  so  I  hope  you'll  excuse  me." 

"  Excuse  you,  certainly,  my  dear  fellow :  there's 
nothing  to  apologise  for ;  but  if  you  had  a  choice 
you  had  better  have  asked  somebody  else." 

Young  Blackett  Avas  pilled  by  the  exclusives 
of  the  club,  who  disliked  St.  Clair,  not  for  any 
virtues  or  vices  of  his  own,  but  because  he  re- 
presented a  party  which  was  adverse  to  them- 
selves ;  and  Frank  Beauclerc  learnt  that  there 
was  a  something,  of  which  he  had  a  just  suspicion, 
and  witli  which  there  were  two  methods  of  deal- 
ing. He  must  either  live  down,  or  avoid,  tlie 
conscrjuences  of  having  determined  to  do  right. 
It's  often  so  in  St.  James's;  and  will  be  quite 
as  frequent  in  St.  Giles's,  whenever  it  shall  be 
tried. 

To  say  tliat  this  state  of  things  was  galling  to 
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Frank  is  to  give  a  very  inadequate  notion  of  liis 
feelings.  Like  many  men  wlio  make  small  demon- 
stration of  their  sentiments,  Frank  felt  veiy 
acutely :  and  at  tlie  present  time  tlie  absence  of  a 
friend  was  to  him  a  severe  deprivation.  Unhap- 
pily his  was  one  of  those  misfortunes  which  could 
not  be  detailed  to  a  woman,  or  he  would  not  have 
hesitated  to  have  sought  out  ^Ii's.  Colville.  Quiet 
men  are  always  more  attached  to  the  gentler  sex 
than  the  more  demonstrative ;  and,  in  nine  cases 
out  of  ten,  meet  with  more  sympathy.  Deservedly 
so.  Who  prefers  the  confidence  of  a  noisy  claim- 
ant to  the  gentle,  hesitating  trust  of  an  unwilling 
client?  But  Frank  Beauclerc  had  nowhere  to 
go :  so  he  became  morose  and  suspicious :  and 
often  fancied  coldness,  which  was  pui'ely  acci- 
dental, if  existing  at  all. 

His  cousin,  Lady  Evelpi  ?  Equally  impossible. 
First  of  all  came  the  di-eadful  mystery,  which  she 
could  never  know.  Neither  could  he  think  her 
the  sort  of  person  in  whom  to  confide,  had  it  been 
otherwise  possible.  They  were  in  such  relation- 
ship to  one  another,   and   the  world  had  so   far 
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decided  upon  their  fate,  tliat  the  supposition  was  a 
positive  indelicacy.  And  here  he  was  wrong. 
She  was  a  cold,  calm  beauty,  a  spoilt  woman  of 
the  world :  but,  since  she  had  discovered  that 
Frank  had  no  idea  of  falling  in  love  with  her,  she 
had  grown  to  like  him  exceedingly  :  and  would 
have  talked  to  him  in  that  kind,  confidential 
manner  that  is  so  flattering  to  a  man,  but  which 
does  not  resemble  first  love  more  than  the  reflection 
of  the  sun  upon  snow  resembles  liquid  fire.  She 
knew^  she  had  nothing  to  expect  from  him  but  a 
kindness  and  consideration  which  she  always  re- 
ceived, and  she  steeled  herself  against  any  warmer 
sentiment  with  remarkable  success. 

"  Fred,  what  nonsense  was  that  about  Frank 
Beauclerc  that  St.  Clair  was  mentioning  in  the 
Park  to-day  ?  "  said  Lady  Evelyn  to  her  brother. 

"AYhat,  did  he  say  it  to  you?"  inquired  the 
too  conscious  Fred. 

"No.  I  scarcely  think  even  his  impudence 
would  carry  him  that  far  :  but  I  want  to  know 
what  it  was."  Her  brother  hesitated,  and,  think- 
ing  she   must   hear   it   from  some  other  quarter 
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sooner  or  later,  gave  her  liis  version  of  the  Brio-hton 
affair.  ''  They  say  he  went  a  little  too  far  with 
that  pretty  friend  of  the  Barringtons,  Violet 
Carloss  :  and,  ^Yhen  her  brother  took  him  to  task, 
he  wouldn't  fight." 

"And  do  you  believe  it  ?  "  said  she ;  ''  because  I 
don't." 

"I  don't  know  about  the  love-making — it  don't 
seem  much  in  Beauclerc's  way  :  I  should  think  he 
would  prefer  the  fighting  of  the  two.  However, 
it's  a  deuced  disagreeable  thing  to  have  said  of 
one.  If  he  hadn't  been  the  most  popular  man  in 
England,  or  nearly  so,  it  would  have  ruined  him. 
You  don't  believe  it,  of  course?"  The  Captain 
was  fond  of  bantering. 

'•'Certainly  not,  and  I  hope  you  don't.  I'm 
going  to  ride  with  him  and  his  father  to-day  ;  you 
must  no  with  us.  We'll  2,0  down  the  Row,  and 
then  ride  towards  AYimbledon  or  Putney."  Lady 
Evelyn  forgot  consequences  for  once,  or,  if  she 
did  not,  she  preferred  the  indulgence  of  an 
impulse. 
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"I  do  not  think  I  can  manage  it."  Captain 
Aslidale  was  more  worldly  wise. 

"  Come,  Fred,  you  must,  to  oblige  me.  I  know 
you  don't  believe  this  business  in  your  heart. 
You  can  be  of  real  service  to  him :  it  is  not 
every  one  that  can  at  this  juncture.  Say  you'll 
go,  Fred,  that's  a  good  boy;  and  I'll  ring  and 
order  the  horses."  And  Lady  Evelyn  looked  at 
her  brother  as  she  seldom  ventured  to  look  at 
anybody.  So  much  feeling  would  have  ruined 
her  prestige  with  some  of  her  friends. 

Fred  was  overcome.  "Yes,  I  will  go.  'Pon 
my  soul  I  believe  it's  a  falsehood  of  Sloper's." 
Captain  Ashdale  didn't  know  how  very  near  the 
truth  the  stoiy  was  though.  Such  associations 
as  these  kept  Frank  Beauclerc's  head  above 
water :  but  it  did  not  prevent  his  tendering  his 
resignation  through  Colonel  Hoplight. 

Strange  to  say,  it  was  not  accepted.  The 
Commander-in-Chief,  for  some  reason  or  other, 
had  requested  that  Lieutenant  Beauclerc  would 
reconsider  his  determination.     Sir  Nicholas  Pom- 

TOL.  III.  I 
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padoiir  was  au  desespoir.  That  gallant  warrior 
thought  he  had  put  everything  right.  No  duel 
had  taken  place,  and  yet  everything  was  going 
wrong. 

"  Hoplight,  what's  this  business  of  Beauclerc's  ?  . 
I   don't  understand   it ;    and   the  Chief,  between 
ourselves,  will    not   accept    his   resignation.     He 
says  it's  a  time  when  he  can't  afford  to  lose  good 
officers." 

"  I  don't  know  really  what  it  is.  They've  got 
hold  of  some  story  or  other  about  his  not  fighting. 
Of  course  I'm  not  supposed  to  know  anything 
about  it  officially.  We  can't  trace  the  report : 
and,  after  all,  what  can  one  do  ?  " 

Pompadour  was  rather  surprised :  for  he  took 
credit  to  himself  for  having  managed  the  duelling 
part  remarkably  well.  He  had  forgotten  all  about 
the  upset  of  his  brougham,  which  was  undergoing 
a  series  of  nails,  bolts,  fellies,  and  new  pannelling 
at  the  coachmaker  s.  He  did  not  know,  in  fact, 
that  he  and  his  friend  were  five  minutes  too  late 
to  save  appearances.     He  was   only  quite  certain 
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that  Captain  Carloss  had  not  been  permitted  to 
make  a  target  of  himself. 

It  was  difficult  to  know  how  the  report  had 
transpired  at  all.  Carloss,  of  course,  was  to  be 
held  blameless.  Major  Fitzgerald  was  careless  in 
such  matters,  but  he  had  been  discreet  enough 
here.  The  Commander-in-Chief,  he  knew,  never 
meant  to  do  a  thing  without  doing  it :  and  when 
he  said  he  would  put  down  duelling,  he  knew  ho 
would  do  it,  sooner  or  later.  Servants  are  im- 
prudent, and  a  story  never  loses  in  telling.  The 
facts  of  the  case  were  simple  enough.  Somel^ody 
had  been  chattering  in  society :  and  here  was  a 
request  to  be  allowed  to  resign.  "  And  then,  I 
suppose,  he'll  challenge  them  all  ?  "  Sir  Nicholas 
Pompadom-  was  too  good  a  soldier  to  contemplate 
the  power  of  a  civil  magistrate  as  a  preventative  to 
the   commission   of   crime.      "  Once    out  of   our 

hands,  and  the  thing  is  all  up.     It's  a  d 1  of  a 

mess." 

Everybody  concerned  seemed  to  come  to  tliis 
conclusion,  but  it  never  solved  the  question. 
i2 
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Colonel  Beauclerc  would  have  cheerfully  acfjui- 
cscecl  in  Frank's  resignation.  He  secretly  de- 
sired it.  Of  course  he  was  io;norant  of  the  feelino- 
which  existed  among  many  with  regard  to  Frank's 
present  position.  His  was  a  purely  selfish  view  of 
the  case.  His  son  had  an  opportunity  of  serving 
his  county,  and,  at  the  next  general  election, 
he  should  put  in  for  it.  What  more  natural  preli- 
minary than  to  come  and  live  among  them?  One 
man's  meat  is  another  man's  poison.  How  de- 
licrhtful  to  have  him  always  at  home  !  The  hounds 
really  wanted  much  looking  after :  and  who  was 
to  go  to  Scotland  alone?  Not  that  the  Colonel 
would  have  gone  alone,  if  Frank  had  been  dead 
and  buried.  But  he  was  not  dead  and  buried, 
and  therefore  he  was  the  proper  person  to  go  with 
him. 

If  he  could  but  have  seen  that  match  lighted 
between  him  and  Lady  Evelj-n  Ashdale,  he  would 
have  been  satisfied.  They  were  always  laughing 
and  talking  to  one  another,  but  Frank  had  said 
nothing  to  him  about  his  wishes  or  intentions  ;  and 
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he  looked  much  too  gloomy  and  careworn  for  an 
accepted  lover.  "  When's  your  leave  up,  Frank  ?  " 
said  the  Colonel,  at  the  end  of  July.  "  I  sent  in, 
through  the  Colonel,  my  resignation  only  yester- 
day." The  Colonel  sighed,  for,  after  all,  it  was 
but  a  poor  consolation. 
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CHAPTEE  VII. 

SIR   NICHOLAS   POMP.U)OUR,   AXD    WHAT   HE 
DID  FOR  US. 

Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours  of  these  men.  Shakespeare. 

Sir  Nicholas  Pompadour  sat  in  liis  office, 
and  looked  heavy  and  dejected  with  much  busi- 
ness. Not  but  that  his  soul  delighted  in  having 
much  to  do,  but  now  there  were  rumoui's  of  wars, 
and  Sir  Nicholas  very[  naturally  wondered,  if  it 
should  turn  out  to  be  anythmg,  how  his  own 
department  would  be  found  wanting  in  practice, 
though  so  remarkably  good  upon  paper.     lie  was 
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a  good  servant,  as  lie  had  been  a  good  officer,  and 
never  deceived  anybody,  not  even  himself.  So  he 
was  thinking  what  steps  should  be  taken,  as  pre- 
cautionary measures  for  success,  which  was  likely 
to  mean  all  the  hard  work  for  England  and  the 
glory  for  France,  the  natural  reward  of  assumption 
and  self-glorification. 

Sir  Nicholas  rang  his  bell,  and  his  secretary 
appeared,  ^ir.  Moxon  was  a  young  man,  of  no 
particular  parentage,  and  doubtful  manners  and 
aspirates.  His  hair  was  like  bristles,  and  his  high- 
lows  were  somewhat  dirty  and  of  the  Oxford- 
street  pattern.  They  creaked  a  little,  and  his 
linen,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  had  the  bloom  off. 
His  clothes  fitted  badly,  and  he  looked  as  unlike 
what  I  remember  the  secretaries  of  great  men  to 
have  been  some  years  ago  as  possible :  but  then 
he  knew  the  latitude  and  longitude  of  Catmandoo, 
and  a  very  gentlemanly  and  not  ill-informed  young 
patrician  from  Eton  did  not ;  so  the  patrician  was 
floored,  and  the  spotter  of  Catmandoo  flourished 
in  his  stead. 
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"  Mr.  Moxon,  lias  the  Duke  been  here  this 
mornin<T;  ?  " 

"  I  really  don't  know,  Sir  Nicholas." 

"  You  haven't  seen  the  carriage,  have  you,  Mr. 
Moxon?" 

^'  Dear  no,  sir ;  I  have  been  looking  over  those 
estimates  for  pipeclay :  I  think  there  vill  be  a 
saving  of  one  three  five  per  annum  to  the 
country.'* 

'Tm  happy  to  hear  it.  Is  your  ^sub'  in,  Mr. 
!Moxon — young  Trelawney  ?  If  so,  do  me  the 
favour  to  send  him  here." 

Mr.  Trelawney  was  a  smart-looking  youngster, 
a  strong  contrast  to  his  senior. 

"  Is  Lord  Plinlimmon  here  to-day,  Tre- 
lawney ?  " 

"No,  sir,  and  not  likely  to  come.  It's  the 
Goodwood  Cup  day ;  he  can't  be  here  till  to- 
morrow. He's  going  down  by  special,  the  Times 
says." 

"Thank  you;  I  forgot  all  about  the  Cup.  So 
you  haven't  taken  yoiu'  holiday  ?  " 
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"Xo,  sir.  Mr.  Moxon  says  there's  a  great  deal 
of  work  on  hand ;  and  I  want  all  I  can  get  for  the 
moors  ;"  and  Trelawney  prepared  to  retire. 

"  Will  you  dine  with  me  at  eight  in  Park-lane 
to-night?" 

"  Thank  you,  Sir  Nicholas,  with  much  plea- 
sure." 

"  Then  I  shall  be  sure  to  find  Lord  Pompadour 
to-morrow,"  said  Sir  Nicholas  to  himself.  '•  That's 
a  sharp  young  fellow.  I  wonder  Moxon  never  thinks 
of  such  a  thing  as  that  now.  Doesn't  know  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  a  Goodwood  Cup.  Desperate 
fellow  for  pen  and  ink  though.  Give  him  his  due  : 
only  I  wish  he  wasn't  my  secretary.  I  can't  take 
him  out,  nor  have  him  at  my  table." 

The  next  day,  notwithstanding  the  pipeclay  esti- 
mates. Sir  Nicholas  managed  to  arrange  a  visit  to 
the  Minister  again.  He  was  just  starting,  having 
sent  down  a  messenger  to  premonish  him  of  his 
intentions,  when  he  met  Colonel  Hoplight. 

"  Hoplight,  you're  the  very  man  :  I'm  going  to 
see  Lord  Plinlimmon  on  business.     What's  to  be 
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done  about  Beauclerc  ?     It  won't   do  to  let   liim 


resio'n  i 


<?" 


"  I  don't  know  how  you're  to  stop  liim." 

"  He'll  make  matters  worse,  if  he  does.  What's 
it  all  about,  eh  ?"  said  Sir  Nicholas,  as  innocently 
as  a  sucldng  dove. 

"  I  only  know  what  you  told  me  :  and  I  hope 
the  authorities  are  satisfied  with  the  result  of  the 
prohibition  upon  fighting :  there's  a  woman  at  tlie 
bottom  of  it,  of  course;  there  always  is.  They 
wouldn't  have  hit  one  another  probably;  Beau- 
clerc thinks  fellows  look  shy  at  him  because 
he  couldn't  fight.  He  says  his  hands  were 
tied." 

^'  Devilish  good  thing  too,  if  he's  no  other  use 
for  them  than  shooting  her  Majesty's  subjects. 
Ridiculous  farce,  to  be  sure !  A  man  to  be  looked 
down  upon  in  the  army  and  nav}',  because  he  re- 
fuses to  break  the  Commandments  of  God  and  the 
rules  of  the  service." 

"  Come,  come.  Sir  Nicholas  :  that  won't  do. 
What  you  say  is  all  very  true  :  but  I  don't  see  how 
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Beauclerc  can  stay  in  the  regiment  if  his  old 
friends  and  companions  give  him  the  cold  shoulder. 
I've  given  him  nothing  but  an  extension  of  leave. 
I  shall  be  uncommonly  sorry  to  lose  him." 

"  Then  give  him  something  more :  give  him 
your  countenance." 

"  Ah  !  it's  no  use.  It  wants  a  greater  man  than 
a  lieutenant-colonel  to  do  that.  If  Lord  PHnlim- 
mon  himself  now  were  to  do  such  a  thing,  it  would 
be  something.  The  fact  is,  he's  so  popular,  that  if 
it  had  been  anything  but  the  white  feather " 

"Why  you  don't  believe  in  the  white  feather, 
do  you  ?  "  said  Sir  Nicholas,  who  was  not  at  all  a 
man  to  overlook  the  opinion  of  the  world  upon 
such  a  subject  as  that,  and  whose  interest  in  Frank 
had  been  excited  by  the  hardship  of  the  case,  and 
a  conviction  of  his  courage.  "  You  don't  believe  in 
that  ?  " 

"  Not  I ;  nor  any  of  our  fellows  who  know  him, 
I  should  think  :  but  the  thin^  is  to  make  the  world 
of  the  same  opinion."  Tlie  colonel  was  right.  It 
is  not  what  a  man  is,  nor  what  a  man  docs,  but 


124    THE  BEAUCLEECS,  FATHER  AXD  SOX. 

wliat  society  thinks  him,  and  the  motives  it  at- 
tributes to  him,  by  which  he  has  to  stand  or 
falL  Until  mankind  is  omniscient,  it  must  re- 
mam  so. 

Lord  Plinhmmon  was  at  home,  and  as  deho-hted 
to  see  Pompadour  as  any  man  would  be,  who  had 
been  indidging  in  iced  champagne  and  a  hot  sun 
on  the  Sussex  Downs  the  dav  before,  and  finishinir 
it  by  a  dusty  jom-ney  to  London.  Business  must 
have  been  quite  a  treat  after  such  a  day's  pleasure. 
So  they  discussed  the  various  questions  connected 
with  their  service  for  some  length  of  time — the 
commissariat,  the  convenience  of  the  modern  shako, 
the  elegance  of  the  stock,  and  the  desh'ability  of 
universal  shaving  under  all  cHmates  and  cu'cum- 
stances.  At  last  they  finished,  and  Sir  Nicholas 
was  about  to  take  his  leave  :  still  he  hesitated,  and 
scarcely  seemed  bent  upon  going,  when  the  ^linister 
said  rather  brusquely,  ^'  Xow  then,  out  with  it. 
Pompadour.  Xo  more  Lidian  mutinies,  I  hope — 
or  is  it  Pussia — don't  be  unhappy — perhaps  it 
won't  come.     Sufficient  unto  the  day "' 

"  xVh  I  but  it's  not  Russia,  nor  India,   nor  the 
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shako,  nor  the  bearskin.  We've  made  a  mess  of 
onr  fighting  business,  my  lord." 

"  How  so  ?  the  thing's  simple  enough.  Put  them 
both  under  arrest." 

"  It's  all  done  long  ago  ;  but  what  is  to  be  done 
about  Beauclerc's  resignation?'' 

"  We  can't  accept  it  now.  There'll  be  good 
need  of  good  soldiers  by  next  spring,  I  know. 
He'll  stop  in  for  the  good  of  the  service." 

"  It's  my  duty  to  tell  you,  my  Lord,  that  lie 
won't." 

'^  It's  my  business,  my  good  Pompadour,"  and  he 
put  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  ^^  to  tell  you  that 
he  must." 

"  Very  well  then,  be  it  so,"  and  he  heaved  a  deep 
sigh,  and  recounted  again  the  business ;  "  no  one 
can  insist  upon  it  but  you."  Then  he  related  the 
cause  of  Frank's  discomfort  in  his  present  position, 
which  the  ]Minister  thought  had  been  caused  by 
him.  Then  he  thouo'lit  over  the  bonhomie  of 
Colonel  Bcauclerc  himself,  second  to  no  man  in 
the  goodness  of  his  cuisine  and  in  liberality  in 
dispensing  it,  as  he  himself  had  tested. 
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"  Well,  Pompadour,  we  will  see  what  can  be 
done.  I'm  off  to  Lady  Blandish's  dejeuner  in  half 
an  hour :  'pon  my  word,  I'd  rather  sit  here  and 
smoke  a  cigar :  but  it  won't  do ;  business  is  busi- 
ness, and  must  be  attended  to.  Xow,  look  here, 
my  good  general.  Will  you  breakfast,  or  what- 
ever you  call  it  here,  on  Saturday  ?  I'll  send  to 
the  two  Colonels,  and  we'll  have  Beauclerc  and 
his  son;  and,  let's  see,  I  shall  want  the  officers 
of  his  regiment  who  are  in  town,  and  two  or 
three  fellows  who  are  certain  to  talk.  We'll 
have  Chatterton,  Sloper,  and  the  old  Scotch 
Major,  and  one  or  two  more.  Pity  we  can't  have 
a  woman  or  two.  Now,  don't  forget ;  two  o'clock, 
sharp : "  and  with  that  and  a  salutation  Sir  Ni- 
cholas was  forced  to  depart,  believing  much  in 
Lord  Plinlimmon's  resources,  but  not  quite  seeing 
how  he  was  going  to  reinstate  Frank  in  society, 
or  dissuade  him  from  his  only  obvious  com'se — 
resignation. 

It  was  the  end  of  the  Goodwood  week.     The 
elite  of  London   society  had   been  to  the  Ducal 
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Palace,  or  to  the  various  houses  around  Good- 
wood, as  Bognor,  Chichester,  Petworth.  Never 
had  there  been  a  finer  week.  It  was  earher  than 
usual,  not  yet  the  end  of  July.  The  session  was  a 
long  one,  full  of  business,  and  it  would  go  on 
steadily  to  the  twelfth.  Then  the  grouse  w^ould 
have  a  fine  time  of  it,  and  we  should  not  meet  till 
after  Christmas. 

Lady  Blandish  was  a  woman  of  the  highest 
fashion — an  English  lady  in  every  sense  of  the 
word :  during  the  season  dispensing  hospitality  of 
a  boundless  profusion,  as  a  great  duty  to  society 
and  her  lord.  The  Earl  was  a  savant,  a  politician, 
and  a  Minister.  She  was  a  true  helpmate ;  and  just 
now  she  was  keeping  up  her  hospitalities  to  hold 
together  the  party  to  which  Lord  Blandish  was 
attached.  How  many  of  those  supporters,  whose 
assistance  is  not  immediate  and  official,  would  have 
gtayed  at  Goodwood,  or  gone  on  from  one  coast  to 
the  other  at  once,  but  for  the  Countess's  efforts  to 
bring  them  back  to  town.  The  session  was  not  as 
this  current  one  of  186—,  short  and  sweet,  like 
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their  own  gallops,  the  last  half  of  the  Abingdon 
mile ;  but  long  and  bitter,  like  the  old-fashioned 
Beacon  course.  There  Avere  terrible  questions  to 
be  settled  in  this  last  fortniglit.  They  were  to 
fisht  niMitlv  over  fio-ures,  in  which  contest  both 
sides  deplored  the  absence  of  Mr.  Joseph  Hume. 
The  Education  Bill  was  to  be  read  a  second  time, 
and  a  ^reat  strusicrle  was  to  be  made  in  favour  of 
the  graduation  of  women.  Church  matters,  being 
the  essence  of  Christianity,  were  contested  tooth  and 
nail.  Were  gentlemen  and  ladies  not  susceptible 
of  the  doctrine  of  eternal  damnation  for  their 
friends  or  themselves,  as  propounded  by  St.  Atha- 
nasius,  worthy  of  Christian  burial?  The  bishops 
would  willingly  have  left  this  question  alone ;  but 
it  had  gone  up  from  certain  judicious  country 
clergymen,  whose  plain  good  sense  and  toleration 
was  being  exhibited  in  a  return  to  some  obsolete 
practices,  wisely  retained  at  the  Reformation,  more 
w^iselv  icrnored  since  the  Eestoration,  and  eminently 
childish  in  a  parish  of  country  bumpkins  in  the 
nineteenth  century. 
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These  matters  will  account  for  a  lar^re  meetiiio; 
at  so  late  a  fete.  The  world  was  not  yet  out  of 
town.  Lady  Blandish  received  at  Richmond.  The 
greatest  people  there,  in  their  own  estimation,  were 
the  artistes.  That's  the  correct  term,  I  believe, 
which  includes  the  public  singers  left  behind  to 
amuse  the  company,  the  great  painters  of  mediaeval 
foliage,  and  our  most  remarkable  romance  writers. 
There  were  some  really  clever  men  and  women, 
historians,  reviewers,  philosophers,  scientific  per- 
sons, and  geologists  ;  but  they  are  of  no  great 
account,  being  mostly  modest,  and  thinking  more 
of  their  subject-matter  than  of  themselves.  Next 
came  a  few  of  our  royal  family,  a  great  general  or 
two,  an  admiral,  who  had  done  great  things,  but 
thought  little  of  it;  cabinet  ministers,  ambas- 
sadors, attaches  of  all  nations.  The  Foreign  Office, 
Lords  and  Commons,  diplomatists  and  dandies, 
such  of  the  Guards  and  crack  regiments  as  were 
to  be  caught  by  excellent  eating  and  drliikiiig,  a 
blazing  sun,  rippling  water,  and  lovely  women, 
YOL.  III.  K 
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and  a  general  assemblage  of  the  relics  of  swelldom 
from  beginning  to  end. 

T\YO  long  and  handsome  tents,  capable  of  holding 
some  five  or  six  hundred  people,  ran  parallel  to  one 
another  down  a  beautifully  kept  lawn  to  the  water's 
edge:  the  one  for  feasting,  the  other  for  dancing. 
Before  these  substantial  enjoyments  metaphorical 
pleasures  gave  way;  men  feasted  their  eyes,  and 
boats  danced  on  the  river,  only  up  to  the  time 
when  "  Eamadan  was  dead."  A  huge  gong  cried 
"  Rhdmadan  mdt^'  and  the  most  fashionable  crowd 
in  London  began  to  fight  for  places. 

Durincr  the  battle,  amono;st  others,  Frank  Beau- 
clerc  looked  on.  The  Colonel  had  gone  in  A^ith 
some  distinguished  lady,  who  preferred,  as  usual, 
the  society  of  Everard  Beauclerc  to  a  cordon  him. 
All  seemed  to  be  enjopng  themselves,  even  those 
who  had  the  worst  of  the  fight,  excepting  only  our 
hero.  He  was  the  very  last  to  enter  the  tent. 
There  were  a  few  faint  "Beauclerc,  here's  room!" 
while  the  servants  directed  him  from  one  table  to 
another ;  he  could  not  help  remembering  that  his 


SIR  NICHOLAS  POMPADOUR.  131 

friends,  Charlie  Hyder  and  Sloper,  and  any  other 
of  the  regiment,  would  have  inconvenienced  them- 
selves to  some  extent  for  a  comrade ;  to  say  no- 
thing of  half  a  dozen  men  about  town,  who  looked 
on  in  silence,  or  did  not  look  on  at  all.  The 
women  were  all  good-nature,  so  that  he  ought  to 
have  been  satisfied;  and  at  last  Lady  Evelyn 
Ashdale  displaced  a  foreign  attaclw  to  make  room 
for  her  cousin  by  herself.  "  Mille  remercimenSy 
Compte,^'  and  the  Count  smiled,  and  went  on  with 
his  lobster-salad  in  more  circumscribed  limits, 
delighted,  with  true  good-breeding,  at  having 
obliQ;ed  so  handsome  a  mrl,  thouo;h  to  his  own 
inconvenience. 

"You  don't  look  well,  Frank,"  said  old  Lady 
Ashdale :  "  what's  the  matter  ?  You  have  been 
raking  too  much :  we  hardly  ever  see  you  now. 
I'm  afraid  you  are  qualifying  for  diplomacy  by 
whitebait  dinners  at  Greenwich." 

"  No,  Lady  Ashdale ;  I'm  quite  well,  but  tired 
of  London." 

"Then  why  don't  you  go  away?  You've  no- 
k2 
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tiling  to  keep  you  here,  like  Aslidale.  They  won't 
let  him  go  till  the  veiy  last  moment.  You  re  not 
in  the  House  yet." 

"  AVe  were  looking  for  you,  Beauclerc,  before 
the  spread.  Do  you  know  that  Lord  Plinlimmon 
has  been  askino;  for  vou :  he's  £jot  hold  of  the 
Colonel  now,"  said  Corydon,  as  he  passed  at  the 
back  of  his  chair. 

Just  then  the  august  personages  at  the  crossed 
table  rose  and  left  the  tent,  Avhile  the  band  of  the 
Coldstreams  played  ''  God  save  the  Queen." 

Within  five  minutes  Frank  Beauclerc  was  walk- 
ing with  Lady  Evelyn  towards  the  river,  having 
abeady  resolved  in  his  mind  that  whatever  the 
^Minister  might  have  been  saying  of  him  could  not 
have  been  uncomplimentary,  or  he  would  not  have 
so  suddenly  become  an  object  of  attention  to  the 
Guardsman,  wlio  was  not  a  man  to  commit  himself 
by  talking  to  the  wrong  person. 

"  What  does  Lord  Plinlimmon  want  with  youV^ 
iiifpiired  Lady  Evelyn. 

^'  I  believe  to  speak  to  me  about  a  letter  I  sent 
to  the  War  Office,  nothing  more." 
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Here  a  few  men  strolled  up,  and  began  talking 
to  Lady  Evelyn,  nodding  less  familiarly  than 
usual  to  Frank  Beauclerc,  but  still  with  that 
doubtful  courtesy  which  implies  a  desire  to  be 
especially  civil,  without  compromise.  At  that 
moment  there  was  a  little  bustle  observable  in 
the  crowd,  and  as  Lady  Blandish  walked  down 
the  lawn  by  the  side  of  the  great  man,  attended 
on  all  sides  by  the  most  distinguished  of  her  com- 
pany, it  was  impossible  not  to  pay  a  tacit  acknow- 
ledgment to  the  physical  beauty  of  our  highest 
aristocracy. 

Colonel  Beauclerc  stepped  towards  Lady  Evelyn 
and  his  son,  and  said,  ''  Frank,  Lady  Evelyn  will 
excuse  you  a  moment,  while  I  have  the  pleasure 
of  presenting  you  to  Lord  Plinlimmon  ;  he  desires 
to  make  your  acquaintance." 

"The  devil!"  said  Sloper,  piously.  "AYhat's 
the  meaning  of  this  ?  " 

"Something  up,"  remarked  Foozle,  to  whom 
this  honour  had  never  been  accorded  save  at  a 
general  levee. 

"Fine    fellow,    that    cousin    of    yours,    Lady 
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Evelyn,"  said  a  tliird,  wiser  in  his  generation  than 
the  rest  of  them. 

"  Sloper's  been  lying/'  grunted  Major  Steadi- 
man ;  not  at  Lady  Blandish' s,  for  he  was  not 
there,  but  when  he  first  heard  of  the  distinguished 
patronage  of  his  Lordship. 

In  the  mean  time,  Frank  was  presented,  and  the 
chief  made  a  few  kind  and  general  observations  to 
him.  His  remarks  included  Goodwood,  boating, 
the  heat,  and  the  excellence  of  her  ladyship's 
champagne. 

"  Charmingly  dry,  and  iced  a  merveiUe,  ^Ir. 
Beauclerc.  By  the  way,  talking  of  eating,  I  must 
ask  you  to  breakfast  with  me  to-morrow.  I  heard 
you  were  going  out  of  town,  but  I  hope  you  can 
manage  to  postpone  your  journey." 

Frank  thanked  him  :  and  was  retiring,  when  he 
added : 

"  At  two  o'clock — and  I  can  mount  you,  if  you 
will  ride  with  me  afterwards."  Frank  Beauclerc 
was  not  much  given  to  emotion,  but  he  blushed  up 
to  the  eyes :    "  and,   Mr.  Beauclerc,   do   me   the 
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favour  to  take  no  steps  with  the  War  Office  in 
the  mean  time." 

It  was  time  to  retire,  which  Frank  did  at  last 
with  a  good  grace,  and  not  till  he  had  had  de- 
monstration that  the  tide  was  turnino;  in  his 
favom'. 

We  must  take  the  reader  for  a  few  minutes 
back  to  Lymmersfield.  Perhaps  one  of  the 
greatest  inconveniences  of  modern  novelists  is  the 
necessary  infringement  of  the  unities.  The  mind 
is  required  to  be,  like  the  Irish  bird,  which  was 
quicker  than  the  bird  of  Jove,  in  two  places  at 
once. 

"  Harry,"  said  Mrs.  Colville,  presenting  him 
with  a  letter,  "  read  that." 

"  Is  it  crossed,  my  dear  ? "  and  the  parson  and 
tutor  regarded  it  with  some  degree  of  suspicion, 
withdrawing  his  right  hand,  as  his  left  conveyed  a 
piece  of  dry  toast  to  his  mouth. 

"  No  :  it's  not  crossed ;  but  read  it,  Harry.  It 
requires  an  answer  :  and  I  cannot  give  it  without 
you.    It's  from  Madame  Rosenfels." 
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"  Well,  then,  read  it  to  me.  I  can't  make  out 
licr  hand." 

"  She  says  Violet  is  very  umvell — subject  to 
faintinix."  Harry  Colville's  face  lengthened.  "In 
fact,  she  wants  Alice  to  go  and  stay  with  her  :  to 
help  to  nurse  her:  she  lias  been  faihnn;  some 
time." 

"Violet  ill?  that's  bad.''  He  looked  up  and 
saw  Alice's  eyes  full  of  tears,  so  he  chano-ed  his 
reproachful  tone  to  one  of  tenderness,  and  called 
her  to  him.     "AHce,  did  you  know  of  this?" 

"  Yes,  papa  dear :  but  I  couldn't  ask  you 
again.  You  know  you  refused  the  last  time.  I 
tliought,  perhaps,  you — that  is — it  wasn't  quite 
conyenient  to  you." 

"  You  didn't  like  to  ask  me  ?  You  might  haye 
asked  youi'  mamma." 

"No,  dear  papa.  I  couldn't  ask  mamma  :  for 
you  neyer  refuse  her  anything,  and  I  would  rather 
not  owe  it  eycn  to  her  intercession.  If  you  think 
it  right  for  me  to  go  and  nurse  Violet,  I  shall  go  : 
if  not,  she's  in  better  hands,  and  I  shan't  repine." 
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Colville  got  up  and  kissed  his  daughter ;  and 
the  little  flood  that  had  been  hitherto  dammed  up 
broke  its  banks  and  flowed  over.  "I  did  wrong 
before :  veiy  wrong :  I  wish  I  could  undo  it. 
This  misery,  whatever  it  is,  is  of  my  creation.  It 
has  been  a  lesson  to  me  :  and  now  you'll  for- 
give me." 

"  My  darling,  women  have  their  mission  in  this 
world,  and  a  happy  one  it  is.  Honesty,  truth,  piety, 
sympathy  with  good,  and  a  good  and  courageous 
heart :  all  this  you  have,  my  girl ;  but  you  want 
gentleness,  patience,  tenderness,  and  humility : 
less  defiance.  That  is  not  good  for  woman.  I 
could  not  send  you  to  Brighton  before,  Alice,  for 
many  reasons.  I  could  not  afford  it ;  now  I'll 
see  what  can  be  done  :  go  down  and  nurse 
your  friend.  I'm  not  afraid  of  ]\Iadame  Ro- 
senfels  now.  I  think  you'll  not  be  led  astray. 
And  don't  be  ashamed  of  askino;  or  takino; 
advice." 

So  the  father  and  daughter  made  it  up :  for 
they  had  not  been  great  friends  since  the  impru- 
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dent  step  which  had  turned  out  so  unfortunately  : 
and  while  Harry  Colville  went  to  look  at  his 
greenhouse,  and  smoke  a  cigar,  for  which  he 
found  an  excuse  in  increased  happiness,  Alice 
went  to  her  room  to  prepare  for  her  journey  to 
Brighton. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 
fkank's  new  friend  at  court. 

Hope  is  a  lover's  staff. — Shakespeare. 

Lord  Plinlimmon  understood  the  art  of  gas- 
tronomy remarkably  well — nearly  as  well  as  that 
of  war.  Indeed,  this  seems  to  be  tlie  point  in 
many  minds  at  which  peace  and  war  have  kissed 
each  other.  Women  are  fonder  of  good  living 
than  those  whose  destiny  it  should  be  to  dine  fre- 
quently on  horseflesh.  His  Lordship  had  shown 
that  he  could  participate  in  the  hardships  of  the 
meanest  soldier  ;    it  was  due  to  societv  and  his 
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reputation  that  he  should  prove  what  a  trial  it  had 
been  to  him. 

Nothing  could  be  better  than  the  dejeunei',  and 
no  man  more  capable  of  enjoying  it  than  those 
eight  or  ten  whom  the  Earl  had  called  together 
for  the  purpose  of  thus  honouring.  Colonel  Hop- 
light  and  Sir  Nicholas  flanked  him  on  either  side. 
Sloper,  CorydoUj  Frank  Beauclerc,  Lord  Gorse- 
hampton,  Captain  Ashdale,  and  Launcelot  Trevor 
were  there  :  the  last  was  the  greatest  dandy,  the 
l3est  jycirti  of  the  most  established  ton,  and  one  of 
the  cleverest  and  best  fellows  about  town.  But 
Launcelot  Trevor  would  not  know  everybody  :  so 
he  looked  slightingly  at  Lord  Alfred  Sloper, 
Cor)'don,  and  the  Colonel  of  Hussars,  and  was 
proceeding  in  his  supercilious  survey  when  the 
Minister  cauo-ht  his  eve. 

^'Trevor,  let  me  introduce  a  friend  of  mine  on 

your  right  —  !Mr.  Beauclerc,  of  the Hussars." 

Nothino;  could  be  more  flattering  than  the  rccoii;- 
nition  that  followed. 

^"'I   think   we  have  met   before.     Hasn't  vour 
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father  or  uncle  the  Beauvale  country,  ^Ir.  Beau- 
clerc  ?     What  a  lordship  it  is  to  ride  over ! " 

"  My  father  has  it.  It  is  a  stiff  country  just 
round  the  place,  but  it  gets  better  as  you  get 
higher  up." 

"I  got  into  the  Muddiford  Eiver  last  season, 
and  it  is  bad  in  an  inverse  ratio  ;  I  found  it  very 
much  worse  as  I  got  lower  down." 

"  Glad  you  got  out  again,  Trevor,"  said  a  friend  ; 
"everybody  does  not.  There's  a  whip  in  there 
now."  Everybody  looked  aghast :  and  the  good- 
hearted  and  literal  Earl  made  some  inquiry. 

"  He  means  one  of  my  whips — not  one  of  my 
father's,  my  lord,"  said  Frank.  "  It  was  like  the 
three  black  crows.  Several  were  in  it :  and,  when 
I  said  I  liad  left  my  whip  behind,  the  tenant  pre- 
pared the  drags  and  was  for  sending  down  his 
men  to  look  for  the  body." 

"  Intelligent  race  in  your  parts,  Beauclerc ; 
what  do  tliey  do  with  them  ?  " 

"  Those  that  are  not  2;ood  enouo;h  for  the  farm 
are  recruited  for  cavalry,"  said  Launcelot  Trevor. 
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But  the  Earl  laughed,  so  the  rest  of  them 
laughed ;  besides,  Launcelot  Trevor  was  a  privi- 
leged person. 

Frank  Beauclerc  felt  happier  than  he  had  felt 
for  some  time.  He  was  not  a  superstitious  person, 
nor  eiven  to  omens.  He  neither  dreamt  of  the 
winner's  number  the  niMit  before  the  Derbv,  nor 
backed  the  coloured  socks  he  put  on  inside  out 
when  dressing  for  dinner  the  day  before  the  Oaks. 
But  he  felt  that  his  fortunes  were  taking  a  turn 
for  the  better.  I  suppose  it  was  only  that  general 
hilarity  which  was  natural  to  him,  and  which 
was  returning  now  that  he  felt  he  might  set 
foolish  scandal  at  defiance.  Before  they  rose  from 
table  he  had  quite  made  up  his  mind  that  he  was 
under  an  obligation  to  the  Earl  to  withdraw  his 
resignation,  if  he  still  desired  him  to  do  so. 

A  small  mind  would  have  taken  revenge  upon 
those  who  had  been  guided  by  tittle-tattle  to  look 
coldlv  upon  him  :  but  Frank's  was  not  of  this  tone. 
He  seemed  likely  to  have  the  opportunity.  He 
could  not  help  knowing  that  his  host,  for  some 
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reason  or  other,  intended  to  make  him  feel  that  he 
was  personally  interested  in  his  success.  He  did 
this,  however,  with  so  much  delicacy  that  no  one 
was  the  least  jealous  of  his  attentions  ;  and 
Launcelot  Trevor  eminently  assisted  his  Lord- 
ship. 

When  they  separated,  as  they  did  after  tliey 
had  looked  at  the  horses  and  spent  a  remarkably 
pleasant  morning,  Frank  felt  that  he  had  not 
quite  given  up  driving  the  regimental  drag. 

At  five  o'clock  Lord  Plinlimmon's  horses  came 
to  the  door. 

"Now,  ^Ir.  Beauclerc,  forgive  me  if  I  have 
inconvenienced  you  at  all  by  an  uncalled-for  in- 
terference in  your  affairs." 

"  You  can  hardly  know  the  obligation  your 
condescension  and  kindness  has  placed  me 
under." 

"  Then  thank  Pompadour.  He's  an  old  school- 
fellow of  your  father's,  and  a  staunch  friend  of 
yours.  He  has  told  me  enough  to  convince  me 
that  you  A\ere  acting  the  part  of  a  brave  and  honest 
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man  :  and  that  the  M'orld  Avas  judging  harshly  of 
you  because  it  was  ignorant,  not  because  it  was 
unjust.  I  hope  you  like  your  hack,  for  Trevor 
told  nie  you  were  a  judge." 

"  Veiy  mucli  indeed  :  I  should  have  thought  he 
was  hardly  up  to  your  Lordship's  weight."  Here 
Frank  squeezed  him,  and  played  with  his  mouth. 
The  horse  repaid  the  trouble. 

"  He  is  scarcely  so,  but  his  action  does  a  great 
deal  for  him.  However,  to  return  to  our  old 
subject.  The  world  is  not  so  unjust  as  we  are  apt 
to  make  out,  when  its  action  affects  ourselves. 
There  are  plenty  of  good  fellows  to  be  met  with, 
but  they  are  obliged  to  judge  upon  imperfect  in- 
formation. I  dare  say  you  think  it  comes  to  the 
same  thing  if  you're  the  sufferer." 

''  I  was  prepared  to  bear  the  burden." 

"  Come,  ^Ir.  Beauclerc,  say  to  throw  it  away 
from  you,  by  declining  a  service  which  you  owe  to 
your  country." 

"  Not  until  it  would  have  been  impossible  to 
have  served  her  efficiently." 
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"  I  hope  you  will  feel  no  such  restriction  upon 
your  duties  as  a  soldier  henceforth." 

"  If  I  ever  can  have  the  happiness  to  serve  her 
in  that  capacity,  it  will  be  owing  to  Lord  Plinlim- 
mon's  kindness  and  consideration  to-day."  Frank 
spoke  feelingly,  though  he  scarcely  could  be  said 
yet  to  have  pledged  himself.  They  were  now 
approaching  the  Kensington  Gate  of  Hyde  Park, 
but  the  great  man  continued  the  conversation, 
which  had  sufficient  attraction  for  Frank. 

"  I  have  done  my  duty  in  securing  the  future 
services  of  a  deserving  officer,  I  believe." 

"  You  have  refused  to  accept  my  resignation, 
my  Lord." 

"  I  did  so  when  vou  tendered  it  in  io;norance 
and  from  motives  which,  after  to-day,  will  no 
longer  exist  :  now  I  return  it  to  you  to  do  as  you 
like." 

"You  leave  me  but  one  answer.  Your  kind- 
ness  " 


"  No,  thank  you,  Mr.  Bcauclerc  ;  we'll  have  a 
higher  motive,  if  you  please.     The  probabilities  of 
VOL.  III.  L 
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war  in  the  spring  are  great — greater  than  it  is 
generally  supposed.  Russia  is  willing  to  try  her 
strength,  in  my  opinion,  and  in  that  of  wiser  men 
than  I.  Our  best  efforts  may  be  wanting :  from 
what  I  have  heard  and  seen.  Colonel  Beauclerc's 
son  will  be  found  where  he  should  be." 

"With  my  regiment,  sir.  I  thank  you  for 
saving  me  a  disgrace  which  would  have  justified 
the  worst  opinion  of  me." 

They  rode  on  in  silence  for  a  few  minutes,  and 
then  they  turned  into  the  Park. 

"  Now,  Beauclerc,  we  shall  see  our  friends — 
some  fair  ones,  too,  among  them."  And  from  that 
moment  the  conversation  took  a  livelier  turn. 

Lord  Plinlimmon  continually  bowed  his  recog- 
nitions. The  Eow  was  at  its  fullest,  and  not  a 
few  stared  at  Frank  as  he  continued  in  conversa- 
tion with  the  Chief.  He  detected  no  shpiess  on 
the  part  of  his  quondam  acquaintances,  and  the 
officers  of  his  own  regiment,  and  the  Eag  en  masse, 
had  all  recovered  their  eyesight.  It  was  impossible 
to  see  the  two  without  a  remark,    as   the   jovial 
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figure  of  the  one  and  his  fine  horse  paced  slowly 
by  the  side  of  the  lithe  and  handsome  young  man, 
not  unconscious  of  the  renewed  confidence  with 
which  he  was  greeted.  "  Donee  eris  feluVy^  said 
Frank  to  himself. 

"Who's  that  good-looking  felloAv  with  the 
Minister  ?  "  said  Bouncer,  of  the  Blues. 

"  That's  Beauclerc  :  the  fellow  there  was  a  row 
about  at  the  Club,  because  he  wouldn't  fight. 
They  said  there  was  something  odd  about  the 
business — that's  why  they  wouldn't  do  anything. 
There  was  a  meeting,"  rejoined  his  friend. 

"  It's  all  right  now,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  You  may  take  your  oath  of  tliat,  after  to-day. 
Besides,  he's  riding  one  of  Plinlimmon's  horses. 
It  must  be  right ;  he  couldn't  square  him,  you 
know." 

Out  into  Piccadilly  they  went.  More  kid  gloves 
and  two  fingers,  and  a  few  cheerful  smiles  for 
Frank  from  barouches  with  powdered  coachmen 
and  well-appointed  horses.  Down  St.  James' s- 
street,  and  into  Pali-Mall;  past  the  Kag  and 
l2 
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Famish  windows,  where  Sir  Vindex  Smasher  and 
yomig  Chatterton  were  taking  their  bitters. 

"  By  Jove  I  look  here  I  "  and  up  rushed  Cleverly, 
and  Rumer,  and  Noyes,  and  half  a  dozen  more,  to 
look  at  Frank  Beauclerc  in  pleasant  conversation 
with  the  Peer  who  was  all-powerful  at  the  Horse 
Guards. 

Then  they  went  on  to  Belli ngham-square,  where 
the  Earl  took  leave  of  his  young  friend ;  and, 
giving  his  horse  to  the  groom,  who  rode  off  to  the 
villa  at  once,  Frank  walked  in  to  think  of  his 
change  of  determination,  while  his  patron  took  his 
way  to  an  undress  dinner  at  St.  John's  Wood. 

^•'By  gad,  sir,"  said  Chatterton,  adcbessing  no 
one,  ''  that's  a  lucky  fellow." 

"He'll  be  somebodv's  ^aide'  before  lonii^,"  said 
Bumer. 

"'  You  fellows  have  made  a  mistake  this  time," 
said  Sir  Vindex,  backing  out.  But  Frank  did 
not  become  an  aide-de-camp  until  later  in  life. 
He  fought  his  way  to  that,  but  not  with  his 
brother-officers. 
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From  that  day  Frank  had  no  difficulty  in  hold- 
ing his  own.  His  waning  popularity  suddenly 
veered  back  ao;ain,  and  nothino;  could  be  more 
reasonable  than  the  explanation  of  the  cliange  of 
weather  about  St.  James's  and  Bond-street. 

"  Something  we  don't  know,  or  the  Chief  would 
not  liaA'e  exhibited  him  in  that  way.  A  long 
time  before  he  takes  yon  for  a  ride,  Jones." 

"  I  hope  it  will  be  a  long  time  before  I  shall 
stand  in  need  of  it."  Jones  vv^as  not  the  fool  of 
the  family,  though  they  had  sent  him  into  the 
army. 

Frank  himself  accompanied  his  father  to  Scot- 
land, where,  with  the  assistance  of  some  men  on 
the  adjoining  moors,  they  killed  time  and  grouse, 
until  it  became  necessary  for  Frank  to  join  again. 
He  did  so,  and  was  sent  to  Dublin :  where,  in  the 
midst  of  his  duties,  which  consisted  of  riding  about 
after  tlie  Lord  -  Lieutenant,  attending  at  the 
Phoenix  Park  balls,  drill  reviews,  and  whipping-in 
to  the  garrison  stag-hounds,  he  wrote  kindly  but 
soberly  to  Violet  Carloss  every  week,  and  thought 
of  her  every  day. 
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There  could  be  no  doubt  that  active  service 
would  be  the  thing  for  Frank  Beauclerc  :  and  he 
only  hoped  the  War  Minister  might  have  conjec- 
tured rightly  as  to  the  designs  of  Hussia. 

Colonel  Beauclerc  considered  himself  as  re- 
markably imfortunate  in  being  obliged  to  bend  to 
circumstances.  Frank  could  not  retire  from  the 
service,  and  he  himself  had  been  miwittingly  in- 
strumental in  keeping  him  in  it.  He  had  never 
had  courage  to  follow  up  the  painful  commmiica- 
tion  that  had  been  conveyed  to  him  by  IMadame 
Kosenfels  :  but  it  had  materially  altered  his  cha- 
racter. He  had  gro\\Ti  thoughtful,  and  made  him- 
self deservedly  wretched  about  Violet  and  Frank 
and  his  prospects:  he  would  willingly  have  seen 
him  progressing  towards  a  marriage,  if  possible, 
with  Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale  ;  and  now  his  journey 
to  Ireland  quite  put  that  on  one  side.  He  had 
lost  much  of  tliat  elasticity  of  temperament  for 
which  he  was  remarkable ;  he  hunted  the  countiy, 
but  talked  of  giving  up  at  the  end  of  the  season, 
unless  Frank  could  come  on  leave  next  year  for 
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two  or  three  montlis  of  the  winter.  Nobody  could 
tell  wliere  Frank  would  he.  It  is  true,  men 
still  bought  and  sold,  and  married  and  were  given 
in  marriage  ;  but  there  were  rumours  of  wars,  and 
though  great  men  and  prophets  would  not  believe 
it,  but  propliesied  falsely,  the  crisis  was  at  hand. 
The  vultures  had  gathered  round  the  sick  man, 
and  we  had  to  defend  him. 

When  the  Griffin,  wdio  had  become  less  of  the 
monster,  though  still  enjoying  some  chimerical 
notions  of  her  ow^n,  left  home  for  Brighton,  she 
had  condescended  to  take  her  father  into  her  con- 
fidence. She  loved  him  dearly  :  but  having  ac- 
quired the  character  of  a  strong-minded  young 
woman,  and  being  blessed  with  only  passable  good 
looks,  she  acted  a  little  independently  of  restraint, 
and  had  brought  her  friend  to  grief.  For  Violet 
could  be  led  by  those  whom  she  loved,  and  who 
were  impracticable  to  her  coaxing ;  and  had  been, 
to  confess  the  truth,  led  a  little  from  her  own  wo- 
manly sentiment,  when  she  determined  upon  a 
clandestine  marriage.     Harry  Colville,  therefore. 
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knew  all  about  Balja,  and  Jonas  Parker,  and  a  few 
other  matters,  as  far  as  Alice  Colvllle  could  en- 
lighten Jiim  ;  and  had  promised  to  see  to  the  old 
Avoman,  whenever  he  went  to  London  ;  and  to  see 
to,  and  sift,  the  supposed  mystery,  which  Alice  had 
made  up  her  mind  ought  to  end  in  the  marriage  of 
her  two  friends. 

So  Colville,  when  he  had  time,  went  up  to  see 
the  old  Indian  Avoman,  and  found  himself  very 
little  edified  by  the  visit.  In  her  best  humours 
she  talked  egregious  nonsense  to  him,  and  smirked 
and  smiled ;  once  he  found  her  simply  and  irre- 
coverably drunk;  her  ordinary  state  was  one  of 
semi-coma.  However,  her  mind  ran,  as  is  usual, 
upon  her  former  days,  and  she  was  not  oblivious 
of  Madame  Rosenfels  and  her  charges. 

^Mien  Frank  Beauclerc  Avent  to  Ireland  he  sent 
Jonas  Parker  up  to  Beauvale,  thinking  he  might 
be  of  service  to  his  father,  and  he  took  only  a 
regimental  servant  with  him  to  Dublin.  Thus  it 
came  to  pass  that  one  afternoon  the  Peverend 
Harry  Colville  and  Mr.  Jonas  Parker  met. 
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"  She's  a  great  invalid,  sir,"  said  Jonas,  toucliiiig 
his  hat  as  Colville  crossed  the  New-road. 

"  She's  a  very  great  drunkard,"  said  Colville, 
Avho  was  not  inclined  to  mince  the  matter. 

"  Certainly,  sir ;  it  isn't  for  me  to  contradict 
your  honour.  You  know  best.''  This  was  said 
with  perfect  simplicity;  for  Jonas  was  an  Irisli- 
man,  though  he  had  been  but  little  in  his  own 
country. 

"  I  have  been  with  her  some  time,  Parker.  She 
seems  to  have  some  odd  fancies  about  Aladame 
Rosenfels." 

"  She  has  'em  when  she's  sober,  sir."  Here 
Jonas  shook  his  head,  and  looked  as  wise  as  a  com- 
bination of  Ireland  and  India  could  well  look. 

"  Has  your  master — I  mean  !Mr.  Frank — ever 
seen  her  ?  " 

"  Faitli,  I  wish  he'd  married  Miss  Violet  out 
of  hand,  like,  it  Avould  have  saved  us  all  a  great 
deal  of  trouble,  sir.  There's  the  master — bless 
you  !  he  isn't  half  the  man  over  the  country  he 
was  :  and  the  beer  in  the  servants'  hall ;  it's  just 
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gone  to  notliing ;  and  as  to  Mr.  Frank Well, 

lie's  took  a  regimental  servant;  lie  won't  stand 
liim  lonn;  when  the  season  begins.     He  bro\Mis 

his  tops,  and   puts   beer   into  the  blacking " 

Colville  laughed  at  these  symptoms  of  a  break-up 
in  the  family,  and  said  he  was  soriy  to  hear  it. 

"  A  trifle  of  vitriol,  not  enough  to  bui'ii  the 
upper  leathers,  and  a  little  port  ^vine  would  soon 
make  a  difference.  ]Mi\  Frank's  mighty  particular 
about  his  boots,  sir,  though  you  wouldn't  think  it, 
perhaps,  to  look  at  his  gloves.  Indeed,  he  never 
wears  any."  Parker  had  learnt  his  master's  pecu- 
liarities. 

"  If  you  are  going  back  to  the  old  woman, 
Parker,  I  think  some  good  advice  should  be  called 
in.  The  apothecary^'s  scarcely  up  to  the  mark; 
and  the  sooner  it's  done  the  better."  Saying 
which,  Harry  Colville,  who  was  not  very  flush  of 
money  (having  just  lost  a  hundred  by  the  de- 
ficiencies of  a  speculative  gentleman  in  Italian 
railways,  and  as  much  more  by  the  dishonesty  of 
a  great  Jamaica  merchant,  who  made  the  great 
fire  an  excuse  for  removing;  his  son,  without,  how- 
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ever,  liquidating  the  last  half-year's  accounts),  put 
a  couple  of  sovereigns  into  Jonas's  hand,  and 
wished  him  good  evening. 

Baba  died  that  night,  but  it  will  be  satisfactory 
to  Madame  Rosenfels  to  know  that  an  efficient 
physician  was  called  in,  and  that  her  former  con- 
fidential servant  lacked  nothing  of  attention  nor 
advice. 

Some  papers  found  in  the  Indian  woman's 
drawers  threw  sufficient  light  on  her  affairs  to 
point  out  Messrs.  Shearham  and  Fleecehall  as  the 
most  proper  depositaries  of  her  financial  affairs. 
They  guaranteed  her  funeral  on  the  simplest  scale, 
and  in  the  handsomest  manner  possible.  They 
quite  reminded  us  of  our  friend,  the  chairman  of 
the  Puffanblow  Railway :  "  Pay  the  fellow  liberally, 
and  let  him  go."  Which  is  such  excellent  advice 
to  a  third  party. 

"So,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Paull,  the  under- 
taker, "  you  recommend  that  the  thing  should  l)e 
done  handsome  and  in  order?"  and  Mr.  Paull 
smiled. 

"  Certainly ;  everything  according  to  custom,  of 
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course,"  Fleecehall  never  having  been  buried  him- 
self, and  his  mother  having  enjoyed  that  inestimable 
privilege,  of  which  none  can  deprive  us,  from  the 
union  workhouse,  knew  very  little  of  the  customs 
of  the  rival  undertakers  of  the  epoch. 

"  And  the  bills  are  to  be  sent  into  you,  gentle- 
men, as  the  next  of  kin,  or  executors  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,  nothing  of  the  sort,  Mr.  Paull," 
roared  Shearham.  "  The  fact  is,  we've  nothing 
to  do  witli  it.  A  most  esteemed  client  of  ours,'' 
Shearham  blushed,  and  Fleecehall  laughed,  ''  takes 
some  interest  in  the  old  lady  ;  but  everything  must 
be  done  upon  the  most  economical  scale." 

Mr.  Paull  represented  a  mute  in  appearance, 
but  said,  "  A  walking  funeral,  then,  gentlemen  ?  " 

"  Most  undoubtedly.  I  suppose  the  church  is 
close  at  hand  ?  " 

"  Close  at  hand,  sir ! "  Paull  looked  super- 
naturally  solemn  ;  for  it  must  be  acknowledged 
that  he  had  run  up  confidential  domestics  and  re- 
tired servants  to  a  very  fair  price. 

"  Soon  be  on  her  road  to  heaven,   then,"    ob- 
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served  Fleeceliall,  witli  a  degree  of  levity  wliicli 
Mr.  Paull  was  scarcely  prepared  for  in  tlie  office 
even  of  an  executor. 

"  All !  sir,"  said  the  only  really  unhappy  person 
of  the  three,  putting  a  handkerchief  seriously  to 
his  eyes,  "  the  nearer  the  church,  the  farther  from 
God.  I  hope  you  live,  gentlemen,  at  the  far 
end  of  the  parish.  Scarves  and  hatbands,  in 
course  ?  " 

"  Well,  no ;  I  don't  see  the  use  of  it.  AVell ; 
now  I  think  of  it,  we  shall  attend  by  self  or  clerk — 
yes :  say  gloves  too  :  and  I  suppose  there'll  be 
one  or  two  more.  Yes ;  say  scarves,  hatbands, 
and  gloves." 

"  Thank  you,  gentlemen  ;  then  that'll  do — no- 
thing more,  gentlemen  ?  "     Paull  smiled. 

"  Don't  you  think  you  could  give  us  an  esti- 
mate of  the — the — expenses."  Paull  would  have 
groaned  —  he  did  in  the  spirit  —  but  he  replied 
promptly : 

"  Don't  think  there'll  be  time.  Corpses  don't 
keep  as  they  used  to ;  especially  in  these  cases." 
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The  two  la^^Ters'  hairs  or  scalps  (one  of  them 
was  bald)  stood  on  end. 

"  Brandy  am't  so  good  as  it  used  to  be ;  deal  o' 
aquafortis  in  it,  now-a-davs." 

"  But  it  will  keep  a  short  time,  surely.  -  You 
can  send  in  the  estimate  this  evening,  or  to- 
morrow morning." 

"  Almost  impossible  —  corpse  ought  to  be  in- 
terred to-morrow." 

"  Never  mind  :  you  send  in  the  estimate ;  we'll 
risk  it."  As  Paull  descended  the  stairs,  he  vowed 
to  be  revenged  on  the  hatbands  and  scarves. 

As  to  Shearham  and  Fleecehall,  they  could  well 
afford  to  "  risk  it :"  one  lived  at  Clapham,  in  Pai'a- 
dise-row,  a  fine  airy  situation  opposite  a  cheerful 
cemetery,  the  other  at  Bermondsey,  next  door  to  a 
tanner,  where  the  smell,  if  not  pleasant,  was  at 
least  healthy.  The  landlord  of  the  house  in  which 
the  corpse  of  the  drunken  old  woman  was  lying 
ought  to  have  expressed  his  opinion. 

'Whilst  this  was  happening  in  town,  Yiolet  Car- 
loss  was  invahded  at  Brighton,  and  .Vlice  Colville 
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was  taking  care  of  her.  To  say  that  she  was 
positively  ill  would  have  appeared  like  an  untruth  : 
the  girl  was  delicate,  and  a  repetition  of  her  faint- 
ing-fit had  alarmed  her  guardian.  As  time  wore 
on,  she  seemed  less  inclined  to  bear  up  against 
her  disappointment  than  at  first ;  and  altliough  it 
should  have  acted  in  a  different  mode,  it  appeared 
to  add  weight  to  her  pain  and  anxiety.  So  Alice 
Colville  came  to  see  what  she  could  do  for  her. 

No  person  was  so  calculated  to  cheer  an  invalid, 
where  the  mind  was  probably  as  much  effected  as 
the  body,  as  the  Grifiin.  Her  conversation  was 
singularly  original.  Her  accomplishments,  above 
par,  were  of  that  peculiar  kind  which  appealed  to 
every  class  of  intellect.  Her  music  required  no 
stretch  of  sentiment  or  taste  to  compass ;  an  uncuL 
tivated  intelligence  could  have  appreciated  her 
sweet  little  French  chansonettes,  or  her  more 
humorous  melodies.  Her  sketches,  of  all  kinds 
and  finish,  were  calculated  to  amuse  an  under- 
standing which  was  singularly  ignorant  of  hard 
tenns   of   art,    of    chiaroscuro,   of   breadth   and 
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feeling,  and  other  conventional  nonsense,  wliicli 
everybody  talks,  and  so  few  comprehend.  But 
Alice  failed  signally,  and  from  day  to  day  Violet 
became  more  beautiful,  but  more  transparent. 

Her  temper,  too,  a  teirible  sign,  once  wayward, 
had  become  sweet  and  compliant ;  but  her  affec- 
tion, another  terrible  sign,  once  so  warm,  so  child- 
like, so  unsuspecting,  was  hardening,  and  had  be- 
come discriminating.  Xow  she  seldom  fought,  but 
she  seldom  loved. 

Madame  had  taken  a  house  in  the  Royal 
Crescent,  on  East  Cliff.  It  was  comfortable,  and 
better  furnished  than  could  be  expected  in  a  house 
which  was  professedly  a  lodging-house.  Certain 
comforts  had  been  added  since  Violet's  ill-health, 
which  made  the  house  all  that  could  well  l)e  de- 
sired.    But  Violet's  taste  was  not  critical  now. 

She  sat  up-stairs  in  a  front  room,  which  looked 
on  the  sea;  on  the  morning  in  question,  bright, 
rippling,  and  dotted  with  fishing-boats  at  anchor. 
She  was  seated  in  an  arm-chair  on  one  side  of  a 
small  fire,  which  was  now  neccssan'.     Alice  sat 
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opposite  to  her  with  a  banjo  in  her  hand,  on  which 
she  occasionally  struck  a  cord  or  two.  They  were 
of  a  sombre  character.  Violet  looked  singularly 
lovely;  but  had  an  extraordinary  appearance  of 
delicacy,  unnatural  to  her ;  and  which  gave  to  her 
eyes  a  great  prominence  in  scannhig  her  features. 
They  had,  too,  a  look  of  wonder,  a  curiosity,  in 
lieu  of  that  softness  which  had  been  so  remark- 
able. 

"  Violet  dear,  what  a  lovely  day :  shall  w^e  have 
the  pony-chaise?" 

"  Perhaps  aunt  wants  it.  She  often  likes  a 
drive."  It  had  been  bought  for  Violet  by  Madame ; 
of  whom  it  is  but  justice  to  say  that  she  did  her 
utmost  for  her  protegee.  Who  could  be  unhappy 
with  a  good  dinner,  good  society,  and  a  pony- 
chaise  V  A  great  many  are ;  most  persons  may 
be. 

"  Madame  Eosenfels  is  gone  up  to  town.  She 
had  a  letter  at  breakfast,  and  tokl  me  to  tell  you. 
You  were  asleep  when  she  went ;  and  I  quite  for- 
got to  mention  it." 

VOL.  III.  M 
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So  tliey  ordered  the  pony-cliaise  and  drove 
together.  All  the  people  on  the  Parade  stopped 
them.  Everybody  was  anxious  to  inquire  after 
Violet  Carloss.  She  was  manifestly  a  favourite. 
A  few  old  ladies  were  disappointed  that  they  could 
nowhere  find  a  substitute  for  those  charming 
ballads,  and  as  men  are  not  amenable  to  the  laws 
of  "  tlct  dansantey^  the  loss  of  such  an  attraction  hit 
them  hard.  The  majority  of  her  acquaintance  had 
not  been  proof  against,  and,  old  or  young,  had  suc- 
cumbed to  the  witchery  of,  her  unaffected  sim- 
plicity. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

ANOTHER  PHASE  OF  THE  TENDER  PASSION. 

Best  sing  it  to  the  tune  of  light  o'  love. 

Two  Gent,  of  Verona.     Shakespeare. 

IMadame  had  received  a  letter  of  some  moment, 
that  is,  so  much  as  is  implied  in  a  request  from 
your  lawyer  to  come  to  town,  if  possible,  on  the 
receipt  of  the  letter  in  question.  So  Madame, 
leaving  Violet  asleep,  and  Alice  in  the  middle  of 
an  excellent  breakfast,  sent  for  a  carriage  and 
drove  to  the  railway  station.  She  had  no  difficulty 
in  finding  an  escort  as  far  as  London ;  so  good- 
looking  a  woman  seldom  has ;  and  although  late 
m2 
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disclosures  liave  determined  us  never  to  put  our- 
selves into  the  same  carriage  with  an  unprotected 
female,  excepting  under  protest,  one  gentleman, 
at  least,  was  found  sufficiently  hardy  to  put  her 
into  a  cab  at  the  London  Bridge  terminus,  whence 
she  made  her  way  to  the  offices  of  Messrs.  Shear- 
ham  and  Fleecehall. 

The  latter  gentleman  was  absent ;  but  the  for- 
mer received  Madame  with  marked  empressement. 

"This  is  very  kind,  Madame  Rosenfels;  very 
kind  to  have  come  so  immediately :  nothing  but 
my  partner's  absence  prevented  me  from  saving  you 
even  this  inconvenience;"'  and  Shearham  looked 
his  best  and  tenderest. 

"  And  how  is  your  happy  protegee  V 

"Her  health  is  not  as  I  could  wish  it,"  said 
Madame  Rosenfels. 

"I  hope  no  cause  for  serious  alann  on  her 
account  ?  "  Shearham  was  just  calculating  whether 
it  would  be  more  desirable  that  she  should  recover 
or  not. 

"  Not  exactly  serious  :  but  I  would  ^^'illingly  see 
her  better." 
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"  And  her  brother  ?  "  As  the  heir  presumptive 
to  her  property,  he  was  a  source  of  some  interest  to 
the  lawyer,  though  remote. 

"  With  his  regiment  in  Corfu." 

"  Tolerable  climate,  I  believe,"  said  the  man  of 
law,  who  had  about  as  much  idea  of  Corfu  as  of  the 
north  side  of  Thibet. 

"  Hot :  and  at  times  subject  to  malaria."  That's 
something :  for  if  he  were  to  die  and  Violet  re- 
cover !  It's  not  quite  even  betting  however ;  though 
the  army  has  its  risks.  So  thought  JVIr.  Shear- 
ham. 

"  By  the  way,  Madame  Rosenfels,  it  gives  me 
sincere  pleasure  to  be  able  to  give  a  better  account 
of  our  speculations."  Madame's  heart  began  to 
beat,  and  she  regarded  her  former  suitor  with  con- 
siderable favour,  such  as  is  accorded  classically  and 
naturally  to  the  messenger  of  good  tidings.  "  Had 
she  made  money,  and,  if  so,  might  she  not  throw 
him  over,"  was  her  subsequent  notion.  But  she 
had  sense  enough  to  know  that  though  still  a  good- 
looking  woman  by  candlelight,  she  was  not  quite 
so  attractive  as  she  had  been  ten  years  ago. 
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"  How  do  we "    She  was  not  sorry  to  use  the 

plural  number,  for  though  with  plenty  of  natural 
courage,  she  was  not  unmindful  of  the  advantages 
of  a  participator  in  a  breach  of  trust.  "  How  do 
we  stand  with  regard  to  the  trust-money  ?  " 

Tlie  lawyer  referred  to  divers  books,  and  rang 
the  bell. 

"  !Mr.  Jones,  be  good  enough  to  make  a  rough 
extract  of  these  accounts  in  re  Rosenfels  and  the 
Lymmersfield  Estate,  the  same  and  the  Puffanblow 
Railway  Company,  and  the  same  and  the  Crack 
Valley  Mne,  and  let  me  have  them  directly."  Mr. 
Jones  did  as  he  was  bid. 

"  There,  my  dear  Madame  Rosenf  els,  the  balance 
is  so  small  against  you,  as  to  amount  to  nothing. 
Tlie  Eailway  and  the  Crack  Valley  mine  have 
pulled  us  through  the  losses  on  the  land.  I  con- 
gratulate you,  I  do  with  all  my  heart ;"  and  Shear- 
ham  took  her  hand,  wliich  he  held  and  pressed  with 
as  much  tenderness  as  the  dry  study  of  the  law 
leaves  behind  it,  at  the  end  of  a  good  thirty  years 
of  occult  villany.     The  hand  was  not  withdrawn. 
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I  hardly  know  liow  men  feel  at  tlie  end  of  their 
tenth  lustre.  Horace  gives  a  fair  account  of  the 
eighth :  but  the  two  next  are  not  favourable  to  the 
growth  or  expression  of  sentiment.  Still,  wlien  a 
handsome  woman  of  something  more  than  forty 
years  of  age  is  passive  under  the  circumstances  above 
detailed,  it  is  stimulating  to  one's  hopes,  to  say  the 
least  of  it.  That  Madame's  legal  adviser  thought 
so  is  beyond  doubt.  He  had  barely  time  to  remind 
himself  that  he  had  other  memoranda  in  a  private 
account-book  of  Madame  Rosenfels's  gambling 
transactions,  which  showed  a  more  favourable  side, 
and  which  he  might  as  well  keep  to  himself  for  the 
present,  before  he  found  himself  on  one  knee  before 
the  widow,  and  applying  his  hps  to  the  hand  which 
remained  still  passive,  or  which  might  be  better 
described  as  the  "  digito  male  pertinaci^"  affecting 
resistance  to  his  continued  caress. 

"  Adelaide,  I  think  I  may  claim  the  implied  pro- 
mise of  a  favourable  consideration."  There  can 
be  no  doubt  that  his  importunity  deserved  it. 
He  had  been  constant  enough  to  satisfy  the  largest 
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demands,  and  it  only  took  the  lady  a  few  seconds 
to  parade  his  claims :  just  time  enough,  indeed,  to 
see  that  as  she  could  not  count  upon  much  longer 
possession  of  her  ward's  fortune,  whom  death  or 
matrimony  was  likely  to  remove  at  any  moment,  it 
behoved  her  to  make  friends  of  the  mammon  of 
unrighteousness,  and  to  get  herself  received,  ''  faute 
de  meilleures  maisons,'^  into  the  lawyer's  well  fur- 
nished little  house  at  Clapham. 

"  You  have  been  mv  kindest  friend  throucrhout 
these    complicated    transactions,    Mr.    Shearham, 

and — and "     Here  she  turned  her  head  away. 

He  had  been  her  sincerest  admirer  for  years,  and  a 
very  excellent  friend  to  himself,  retaining,  indeed, 
his  hold  over  certain  moneys,  which,  if  they  did  not 
belong  to  the  trust-fund,  most  undoubtedly  ought 
to  have  formed  part  of  a  private  pui'se  for  the  in- 
dustrious guardian  and  executor.  Feeling  the 
strong  claim  she  had  upon  this  private  banking 
account,  and  preferring  to  know  that  it  Avas  his 
without  the  commission  of  a  misdemeanor,  he  took 
that  liberty  which,  if  it  does  not  create    a   very 
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decided  breach  between  a  lady  and  xi  gentleman, 
may  be  regarded  as  a  sign  or  seal  of  a  closer  alli- 
ance. 

The  conversation,  however,  soon  found  its  way 
back  to  ordinary  topics,  and  before  long,  Madame 
Rosenfels  inquired  of  her  lover  whether  he  had 
seen  Baba. 

"  Baba ! "  exclaimed  the  gentleman  with  con- 
siderable  surprise ;  "  what,  haven't  you  heard  ?  " 

"  The  last  I  heard  of  her  was  that  she  wanted 
more  money.  What  she  did  with  her  allowance  I 
can't  conceive." 

"  She'll  want  no  more,"  remarked  the  [lawyer. 
"She's  dead." 

"Dead?"  Madame  sio-hed:  it  was  a  sioh  of 
relief. 

"And  buried!  By-the-by,  there's  that  PauU 
will  be  down  upon  us."  This  was  said  sotto  voce, 
and  if  heard  was  not  understood  by  the  lady. 

"  And  when  did  she  die  ?  " 

"  Last  week.  We  heard  of  it  from  Mr.  Col- 
ville  and  Captain  Beauclerc's  servant.     She  was 
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well  cared  for,  you'll  be  glad  to  hear.  It  seems 
tliat  she  killed  herself,  by  all  accounts.  And  under 
the  circumstances  little  heed  need  be  given  to  what 
she  said." 

"  But  what  did  she  say  ? "'  inquired  Madame, 
who  was  rather  desirous  of  Iviiowing  how  far 
Baba's  last  words  might  have  made  an  impression 
on  her  auditors. 

"  She  talked  a  great  deal  of  nonsense,  as  people 
will  do  in  delmum  tremens,  and  nobody  seems  to 
have  paid  much  attention  to  her;'  The  la^^ycr 
never  was  more  mistaken  in  his  life.  Every  word 
she  said  had  been  noted  with  scrupulous  fidelity  by 
Jonas  Parker  and  the  doctor  who  had  attended 
her.  He  was  an  old  acquaintance  of  ours,  though 
we  have  not  seen  much  of  him  lately. 

Adelaide  Rosenfcls  was  not  a  person  to  be 
balked  of  her  object  by  any  false  delicacy,  so, 
turning  round  upon  !Mi'.  Shearham,  she  said : 

"  Will  you  tell  me  what  you  know  about  Baba, 
!Mr.  Shearham,  or  will  you  not?" 

"  Certainly,  my  dear  Adelaide."     He  was  a  sort 
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of  man  to  assert  his  riglits  as  far  as  a  happy 
familiarity  could  do  so ;  "  but  our  rights  are  really 

so   nearly   identical,   that "   here    he    paused 

for  a  second  or  two,  but  jMadame  supplied  the 
ellipse : 

"  That  you  cannot  possibly  decline  to  tell  me  all 
you  know  upon  the  subject." 

The  la^^yer  placed  his  hand  affectionately  on  the 
lady's  arm,  and  replied :  "  Certainly,  but  no  atten- 
tion need  be  given  to  it.  She  said  that  Violet 
Carloss  was  not  Violet  Carloss  at  all." 

"  Did  she  ?  and  who,  pray,  did  she  say  that  she 
was  ?  "  and  Madame  Rosenf  els  looked  triumphantly 
up  at  her  suitor. 

"  She  spoke  very  incoherently,  and  it  seems  that 
nobody  understood  what  she  meant  by  it.  I  did 
not  hear  that  she  mentioned  any  name."  The  fact 
is,  that  the  lawyer  had  settled  in  his  own  mind, 
and  imagined  that  a  nearer  relationship  to  Madame 
would  give  her  increased  powers  over  the  girl  and 
her  resources. 

"And  who  was  the  person   from   whom   you 
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heard  this  much?"  As  this  was  asked  in  a  nervous 
tone  of  voice,  and  the  lady  had  proved  her  adhe- 
rence to  natural  tints  by  losing  the  little  colour  she 
had,  he  answered  at  once  : 

"  Mr.  Colville  brought  the  intelligence  to  me ; 
but  I  believe  it  was  given  to  her  medical  man  in 
the  presence  of  one  Jonas  Parker.  "We've  buried 
her  at  no  great  expense,  I  hope  ;  and  if  the  subject 
distresses  you,  it  never  need  be  re\'ived." 

After  some  more  conversation,  in  which  love  and 
business  were  blended  with  a  discretion  that  be- 
longs, perhaps,  to  middle-aged  passion  and  law,  it 
became  necessaiy  for  Madame  Rosenfels  to  think 
of  returning  home.  The  absence  of  ]Mr.  Fleecehall 
prevented  the  nevrjiance  from  assisting  the  lady  in 
a  few  commissions,  but  he  left  Mr.  Jones  to  receive 
and  instruct  stray  clients,  while  he  escorted  Madame 
to  the  railway  station  at  London  Bridge.  It  is 
desirable  that  an  unprotected  female  should  be  a 
physiognomist,  if  she  travel  much  by  rail.  You 
cannot  escape,  and  you  cannot  complain  ;  you  can 
neither  get  out  of  the  door,  nor  summon  the  guard. 
But  you  can  lodge  a  complaint  against  the  lunatic 
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wlio  strangles  you,  the  gentleman — I  beg  pardon — 
the  scoundrel  who  insults  you,  or  the  man-eating 
tiger  who  makes  a  meal  of  you,  as  soon  as  you 
arrive  at  your  first  station.  This  is  exceedingly  satis- 
factory, especially  if  it  be  a  fast  train,  as  your 
grievance  will  be  redressed  the  sooner  ;  at  least,  it 
would  if  the  fast  train  stopped  more  frequently : 
but  then  it  would  cease  to  be  a  fast  train.  Go- 
vernment does  not  see  much  use  in  interfering  with 
private  enterprise :  and  since  Mr.  Huskisson's 
death,  ministers  have  escaped  pretty  well.  They 
have  not  yet  killed  a  director. 

Madame  walked  along  the  platform  with  her 
new  purchase  on  her  arm,  or  under  her  arm,  and 
looked  into  the  carriages.  She  had  bought  him, 
although  he  did  not  know  it,  with  the  thousand  or 
two  surplus  which  had  sprung  from  the  success  of 
her  speculations. 

"  Thank  you,  there's  a  carriage  that  will  do 
admirably,"  said  she. 

"  There's  a  gentleman  in  there,  Adelaide :  sup- 
pose we  look  a  little  higher  up.  No  doubt  we 
shall  find  an  empty  one." 
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^Ir.  ShearhaiHj  for  some  reason,  seemed  to  tliink 
that  a  solitary  journey  was  best  for  a  lady  under 
the  peculiar  dehcacy  of  the  situation.  The  lady 
thought  differently. 

"  I  prefer  being  in  a  carriage  ^yith  somebody." 

"  But  that's  a  gentleman." 

"  I'm  glad  to  hear  it :  then  you  need  be  under 
no  apprehension;"  and  in  she  got.  Having  no 
luggage,  she  had  not  much  difficulty  in  taking  her 
place,  ^Yith  a  pretty  little  French  romance  and  a 
thick  shawl. 

The  gentleman  in  question  was  a  good-looking, 
intelligent  person,  of  about  fifty.  Certain  lines, 
indications  of  deep  thought  and  study,  at  first  sight 
added  five  years  more.  He  hardly  seemed  as  much 
pleased  as  Madame  herself  at  the  arrangement 
which  placed  her  directly  opposite  to  him.  He 
became  suddenly  uncomfortable ;  instead  of  sitting 
placidly  at  his  ease  as  he  had  been,  he  began  look- 
ing first  out  of  one  window,  then  out  of  the  other  ; 
then  he  began  folding  up  his  paper,  then  he  looked 
for  his  hat,  which  was  slun£]^  above  him,  and  col- 


ANOTHER  PHASE  OF  THE  TENDER  PASSION.     175 

lecting  his  goods  and  chattels,  he  proceeded  to 
make  a  bolt  of  it. 

The  gentleman  in  question  was  a  shy  person, 
and  as  everybody  has  his  or  her  peculiarity,  he 
was  not  exempt  from  the  common  lot.  He  was 
by  profession  a  physician,  a  man  of  irreproachable 
life  and  morals,  sensitive  to  a  degree,  unmarried, 
but  retaining  a  certain  amount  of  good  looks,  and 
fully  conscious  of  a  certain  susceptibility.  He  had 
a  mortal  dread  of  figuring  in  a  police-sheet  as  the 
gentleman  in  a  railway  carriage,  who,  &c.  &c.  &c. 
He  had  before  his  eyes  constantly  the  big  brother 
who  was  awaiting  the  virtuous  female  at  the  ter- 
minus ;  the  indignant  crowd  who  always  see  vice 
in  a  black  coat  and  clean  linen ;  the  unmoved 
inspector,  who  takes  the  charge  and  the  victim, 
and  who  is  bound  to  believe  every  man  a  scoundrel 
until  he  proves  himself  a  gentleman.  He  was 
fully  alive,  too,  to  the  fact,  that  his  best  chance  of 
immunity  lay  in  proclaiming  aloud  the  fact  that  he 
was  the  great  and  immaculate  M.D.,  by  which 
means  of  advertisement  he  did  not  see  how  he  was 
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to  be  a  gainer.  He  perceived  a  prospect  of  more 
chaff  than  corn  to  his  mill  by  railway  association 
with  unprotected  females.  Can  it  be  wondered  at 
that  he  prepared  to  decamp  ? 

The  mystery  of  an  nno'loved  and  taper  finger, 
with  the  usual  decoy,  a  wedding-ring,  added  to  his 
perplexities  and  inquietude. 

But  as  he  rose  to  go  he  was  saved  the  trouble  of 
a  general  move  by  the  face  of  an  acquaintance, 
who  took  the  other  seat,  and  opened  a  conversation 
more  remarkable  for  its  fluency  than  its  interest. 
By  the  time  the  new  comer  had  exhausted  the 
equability  of  temperature  from  salt  water,  the 
theory  of  infection  by  animalculse,  the  process 
of  distillation,  and  the  Schleswig-Holstein  question, 
the  train  began  to  move,  and  the  gentleman  was 
fain  to  put  himself  sternly  down  into  his  original 
seat  to  prevent  being  shot  straight  into  the  lap  of 
the  object  of  his  abhorrence. 

It  was  not  lonsc  before  that  mesmeric  influence 
which  appears  to  exert  itself  between  the  sexes  in 
juxtaposition,    at  least  as  far  as  an    involuntary 
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action  of  the  muscles  of  the  eye  is  concerned,  pro- 
duced its  effect  upon  the  persons  in  question. 
Madame  and  Monsieur  looked  up,  not  suddenly 
nor  boldly,  but  sheepishly.  The  first  look  induced 
a  second;  and  then  they  simultaneously  started, 
Madame  changed  colour  perceptibly,  the  gentle- 
man buried  his  head  in  a  scientific  journal  of  great 
power,  and  ^Yondered  where  he  had  seen  that  face 
before. 

It  was  familiar  to  him,  as  coming  back  after 
long  years :  bringing  with  it  recollections  of  early 
struggling,  of  hopes  blighted,  of  vain  labour  and  un- 
requited (but  not  unrequiting)  study.  He  had  had 
time  to  forget.  Not  so  Madame.  She  was  not 
five  minutes  before  she  thouo;ht  that  she  recalled 
to  mind  the  young  and  aspiring  Doctor  who  had 
attended  her  two  'prottrjtes  when  death  carried  off 
the  one,  and  left  the  other,  a  standing  monument 
to  his  practice  and  her  own.  She  never  expected 
to  see  that  person  again.  She  had  forgotten  his 
name,  but  there  was  the  man  whose  intellectual 

VOL.  III.  N 
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face  and  nervous-looking  hand  had  made  an  im- 
pression upon  her  twenty  years  ago. 

He  had  not  sufficient  courage  to  make  a  begin- 
ning, or  he  thought  that  the  voice  might  help  him. 
A  man  who  sees  twenty  people  a  day  for  twenty 
years,  in  all  of  whom  he  has,  or  is  supposed  to  have 
an  interest,  may  be  forgiven  for  ha^dng  forgotten 
even  a  Madame  Rosenfels  in  her  best  day. 

"  Wliat  is  the  name  of  that  station  ?  It  seems 
an  important  place." 

The  lady  knew  Reigate  as  well  by  sight  as  she 
knew  Lymmersfield. 

"  That's  Eeigate  :  it  is  an  important  place, 
I  believe ;"  he  knew  ver)'  little  beyond  the 
parish  of  St.  Pancras;  "but  I  have  never  been 
there." 

"  You  are  a  stranger,  then,  on  this  line  ? " 

"  Not  exactly  that :  but  my  profession  keeps  me 
much  in  town." 

Then  he  was  a  professional  man  ;  and  the  lady 
reverted  to  her  book.  But  there  are  other  profes- 
sions besides  that  of  medicine.    However,  a  trifling 
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incident  occurred  at  the  station  which  set  the  ques- 
tion at  rest. 

As  the  train  was  stopping,  and  before  it  had 
finally  stopped,  the  porters  threw  open  the  doors, 
shouting,  "Brighton!"  "Cab,  sir?"  "Any  lug- 
gage, mann?"  with  the  other  calls  which  mark  an 
arrival.  A  lady,  in  attempting  to  get  out  while 
the  train  was  in  motion,  slipped,  and  twisted  her 
foot  under  her,  as  might  naturally  be  expected. 
But  then  followed,  what  docs  not  always  or  neces- 
sarily follow,  even  in  the  case  of  the  weaker  sex: 
the  shock,  or  the  pain,  or  both,  caused  her  to  faint. 

"  Any  medical  gent  ?  "  said  the  porters,  rushing 
along  the  line,  while  those  who  were  not  in  a  hurry 
and  did  not  sprain  their  ankles,  were  deliberately 
demanding,  or  looking  for  their  luggage,  as  port- 
manteaus, boxes,  hat-cases,  and  carpet-bags,  came 
flying  out  of  the  van,  and  were  rolled  "  by  y'r 
leave"  over  the  toes  of  the  passengers — "any 
medical  gent  here  ?    Lady  in  a  fit." 

"  Perhaps  I  can  be  of  use,"  said  Madame  Eosen- 
fels's  travelling  companion;  "where  is  the  lady?" 
n2 
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The  lady  was  on  a  truck  on  the  platform  in  the 
arms  of  her  husband,  and  the  unknown  doctor 
found  her  with  a  simple  sprain,  and  in  a  state  of 
coma.  Ha\dng  placed  her  on  the  flat  of  her  back, 
instead  of  upright,  as  her  husband  was  endeavour- 
ing to  hold  her,  and  having  applied  the  necessary 
restoratives,  he  left  her  to  the  care  of  her  friends : 
assuring  them  that  the  most  ordinary  attention, 
with  cold  water  and  entire  rest  for  ten  days  or  a 
fortnight,  would  supersede  the  necessity  of  any 
further  attendance. 

Madame  had  departed,  perfectly  satisfied  that 
her  first  conjecture  was  right.  As  that  lady  walked 
home,  which  she  did  par  prtftrence  on  this  fine 
afternoon  in  the  early  part  of  October,  she  had 
time  to  collect  her  thoughts.  As  men  of  com- 
mercial pursuits  say,  she  struck  a  balance,  which 
was,  on  the  whole,  much  in  her  favour. 

The  speculations,  for  which  she  had  been  using 
trust-money  of  Violet's,  and  which  had  left  her 
only  two  months  before  in  terrible  anxiety  as  to 
the  result,  should  she  be  called  to  give  an  account 
of  her  stewardship,  had,  by  an  inexplicable  turn  of 
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tlie  market,  regained  their  former  position.  Madame 
Rosenfels  ought  to  have  known  that  if  she  made 
money  as  an  executor,  and  placed  it  to  her  own 
credit,  as  she  fully  intended  to  do,  that  she  would 
have  been  liable  for  the  loss  to  her  ward,  and  she 
certainly  had  a  lively  interest  in  the  knowledge 
that  for  years  she  had  been  committing  a  misde- 
meanor, punishable  with  penal  servitude  or  im- 
prisonment. 

Her  intended  husband  had  managed  to  realise 
for  her  at  the  right  moment ;  and  though  no  richer, 
as  she  believed,  she  was  no  poorer  than  she  had 
been  twenty  years  ago. 

Although  prudent  people  do  not  count  their 
chickens  before  the  hatching  process,  she  had 
secured  a  home  for  herself ;  and  if  Violet  joined 
her,  for  her  also.  The  management  of  her  money 
in  such  hands  as  those  of  Shearham,  would  have 
been  a  certain  competency  for  life. 

But — she  was  about  to  sacrifice  her  position  in  the 
world,  with  which  county- court  business,  money- 
lending,  bill-discounting,  and  the  semi-detached 
house  at  Clapham,  appeared  incompatible.     Ma- 
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dame  had  forgotten  that  enlarged  resources  give 
enlarged  powers  to  crafty  minds  ;  that  large  specu- 
lations produce  large  houses,  and  her  own  good 
looks  and  capabilities  were  suitable  for  any  sphere. 
Shearham  was  just  the  person  for  a  Radical 
borough  in  the  new  Parliament. 

Regarding  the  man  himself  in  the  light  of 
"  husband,"  and  by  those  points  which  are  accus- 
tomed to  attract  women  of  education,  he  was  sadly 
deficient. 

If  Violet  married  or  died,  she  would  lose  the 
money.  In  the  one  case,  to  the  successful  suitor  ; 
in  the  other,  to  the  next  of  kin. 

But  Violet  would  not  marry.  INIadame  was  sure 
of  that :  and,  to  say  tnith,  there  seemed  but  little 
chance  of  it  if  she  remained  of  the  same  mind  as 
at  present.  Then  there  was  nothing  to  prevent  her 
continuing  to  live  with  "  us  ;"  and  Madame  Ro- 
senfels  reached  her  own  house,  having  compelled 
herself  to  substitute  the  plural  number  for  the 
singular  in  a  case  of  much  moment. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

A  DEIVE   ON   THE   CLIFF. 

Physicians  mend  or  end  us 

Secundem  artem.  Byron. 

When  Madame  readied  home,  there  was  evi- 
dently something  wrong.  The  servant  did  not 
answer  the  door  as  he  should  have  done.  For  now 
that  Violet  was  coming  of  age,  things  had  taken  a 
different  course,  and  the  ladies  felt  justified  in  a 
more  liberal  expenditure.  There  was  a  dirty  coal- 
scuttle in  the  hall,  and  an  unmistakable  scuttle 
overhead.  At  last,  a  slipshod  woman  from  the 
worst  part  of  the  do^vn-stairs  apartments  (some 
of  the  houses  in  the  Eoyal  Crescent  are  so  con- 
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trived),  having  slipped  on  a  second  day's  apron, 
and  looking  like  a  cinder  with  a  cap  on,  came  to 
the  door. 

"Where's  Edward?" 

"  Please,  mum,  he's  gone  to  the  telegraph-office." 
She  dropt  a  curtsey. 

"  And  Miss  Carloss's  groom  ?  "  He  was  groom  of 
the  chambers  when  Edward  was  out  of  the  way. 

"  Please,  mum,  he's  gone  for  Dr.  Eedgate." 

"  What's  he  gone  there  for — is  anything  the 
matter?"  ^Madame  Rosenfels  was  not  a  nervous 
person  habitually,  and  was  accustomed  to  the 
apothecary's  visits. 

"  Miss  Carloss,  mum,  hasn't  been  so  well  since 
she  come  back." 

"And  where  has  she  been  to?"  said  Madame, 
wondering  at  what  she  thought  was  a  most  un- 
usual piece  of  activity  on  the  part  of  Violet,  and 
reproving  herself  for  having  introduced  such  a 
firebrand  as  the  Griffin  into  her  house. 

"  She's  been  a  drivin'  in  the  pony-carriage, 
mum,  and  when  she  come  back  she  fell  all  of  a 
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heap  like."  Madame  understood  the  "  argot  "  of 
the  scullery,  and  was  at  no  loss  to  comprehend 
that  the  same  misfortune  had  overtaken  Violet  as 
the  lady  at  the  station,  only  from  a  different 
cause.  She  proceeded,  therefore,  towards  the 
young  lady's  room. 

But  there  was  evidently  something  more  than 
common  the  matter :  for  on  the  stairs  outside  she 
found  the  cook,  tender  as  her  own  beefsteaks  (and 
Mrs.  Cuttenden  was  famous  for  them),  rocking 
herself  to  and  fro,  like  a  caged  liygena,  and  sing- 
ing a  melancholy  dirge  of — "My  poor  young 
missus !  my  poor  young  missus !" 

"  Get  up,  cook,  and  don't  make  a  fool  of  your- 
self there." 

"  Laws  a  muccy ! "  commenced  the  injured 
sympathiser;  but  she  did  it  as  "soon  as  she  see 
who  it  were."  This  is  the  manner  in  which  she 
afterwards  explained  this  act  of  sudden  and  un- 
wonted obedience. 

Madame  then  advanced  to  the  room  door,  where 
she  found  Violet  lying  back,  as  white  as  a  sheet. 
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and  tlie  drops  hanging  still  upon  her  eyelashes. 
She  made  a  violent  effort  at  restraint  when  she 
heard  Aunt  Kosenfels  on  the  stairs,  and  succeeded 
up  to  the  point  I  have  recorded. 

"  Be  p'ood  enouMi  to  stand  back,  and  let  IVIiss 
Carloss  breathe."  Three  maid-servants  opened 
out.  Alice  Colville  was  bathino;  her  forehead  : 
one  of  the  women  was  whimpering,  and  called 
the  corner  of  her  apron  at  once  into  play.  Ma- 
dame did  not  seem  much  mollified  by  this  pan- 
tomime, and  ordered  them  out  of  the  room  at 
once.  The  order  was  obeyed:  and  the  tender- 
hearted housemaid  gave  notice  the  same  evening. 

"  What's  all  this  been  about,  Ahce  ?  She's 
better  now,  I  see,"  said  her  guardian. 

"Not  much,  I  think,"  said  the  younger  lady, 
stm'dily.  For  Violet  shuddered  perceptibly,  and 
a  rebellious  tear  would  not  be  kept  back.  "  I've 
sent  for  your  medical  man  :  he  seems  to  be  a  long 
time  coming;  and  I've  telegraphed  for  papa  to 
come  down  to-morrow,  if  he  can  leave  home." 

"  Dear  me !  that's  very  unnecessar}',  I  should 
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tliink.  He  surely  must  liave  enough  to  do,  Alice, 
without  being  sent  for  every  time  poor  Violet 
has  one  of  her  attacks.     How  did  it  happen  ?  " 

"  We  went  for  a  drive  in  the  pony-carriage, 
and  I  think  she  over-fatigued  herself.  Perhaps  I 
upset  her  by  talking  too  much.  We  met  several 
people,  too,  who  would  stop  and  inquire  after  her. 
Altogether,  it's  over-fatigue."  She  did  not  add, 
that  Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale  was  one  of  the  people ; 
and  that  she  pulled  up  her  horse  and  insisted 
upon  chatting  in  what  she  meant  to  be  the 
kindest  manner.  In  three  minutes  she  was  at 
Lymmersfield,  in  three  more  with  the  Barringtons, 
and  finished  her  conversation  by  a  description  of 
their  visits  to  Beauvale.  This  pitiless  attention 
was  most  kindly  meant,  but  produced  a  decidedly 
injurious  effect  on  the  patient  and  on  the  conver- 
sation of  the  occupants  of  the  pony-chaise. 

"  She's  very  handsome,  dear."  Rumour  had 
been  busy,  and  had  penetrated  (with  difficulty, 
it  is  true)  to  the  sick  girl's  chamber ;  but  till  this 
moment  she  had  never  failed  to  meet  it  with  all 
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lier  natural  honesty,  and  love,  and  confidence  in 
Frank.  There  is  no  art  in  Rumoui' :  it  comes 
naturally  enoufrli  in  its  first  roui^hness  as  the  ore 
from  the  mine :  but  it  acquires  a  polisli  as  it 
passes  through  a  hundred  hands,  until  it  emerges 
as  a  testimony  to  the  value  of  a  division  of  labour. 
It  has  been  compared  to  a  pin:  one  gives  it  a 
point,  and  another  gives  it  a  polish,  a  third  finds  it 
a  head,  and  it  always  has  a  tail  attached  to  it, 
and  then  it  goes  into  the  world  prepared  to  prick 
somebody,  it  doesn't  care  whom. 

It  gave  Violet  a  very  little  dig  to-day.  She 
had  hold  of  the  point  unawares. 

"  She's  very  handsome,  dear.  What  a  lovely 
complexion!"  said  Violet,  as  Lady  Evelyn  turned 
away. 

At  that  moment  Violet's  own  rivalled  it ;  for 
there  came  into  her  pale  cheeks  a  flush  which 
looked  as  treacherous  and  as  beautiful  as  the 
hectic  of  consumption. 

"  I  don't  care  about  those  very  white  women, 
Violet.     They're  treacherous." 
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"  And  such  lovely  hair.  I  can  hardly  tell  what 
colour  to  call  it." 

"  Oh !  call  it  auburn,  of  course :  it's  had  a 
narrow  escape  of  being  red." 

"  Surely  she  has  been  very  much  admired, 
Alice.-     She  ought  to  marry  well." 

"  Very  likely.  Earl's  daughters  generally  have 
a  fair  share  of  admiration." 

"  Admiration  ?  ah  !  if  that  was  all :  but,  Alice 
dear,  do  tell  me  :  do  you  think  there  can  be  any 
truth  in  it  ?  " 

"Truth  in  what?"  said  Alice  Colville,  not  quite 
up  in  fashionable  gossip. 

"  The  story  about  Frank  and  Lady  Evelyn." 
And  here  Violet  began  to  cry.  Her  tears  were 
always  near  the  surface,  and  now  she  was  weak 
and  scarcely  the  Violet  of  old. 

"  Frank  and  Lady  Evelyn  !  Heavens,  Violet, 
what  put  that  in  your  head?    I  thought  you  knew 

him  too  well.     As  to  Lady  Evelyn "     Alice 

Colville  had  heard  only  one  part  of  the  story,  that 
she  was  well  inclined  to  make  him  forget  old  ties. 
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As  to  Colonel  Beauclerc,  witli  his  usual  luck,  he 
got  off  altogether. 

"  I  do  know  him,  Alice  dear :  but  it  is  so 
difficult  to  live  day  after  day — if  he  ^yould  but 
come  to  me,  and  say  one  kind  word — it's  worth 
all  the  letters  in  the  world.  That  horrid  Ireland ! 
AYhen  will  his  troop  come  back?" 

"  A'\^ien  did  you  hear  from  him,  Violet?" 

"  Very  lately  :  but  his  letters  are  different — oh  ! 
so  different,  Alice.     So  kind,  so  good,  but  not  as 

they    were    before  —  before "     Here    Violet 

stopped  again,  and  swallowed  words  that  repre- 
sented the  saddest,  the  most  humiliating  recollec- 
tion of  all. 

"  But  it  must  end,  Violet ;  he  has  fixed  a  period 
to  this  suspense  ?  " 

''■  End,  dearest ;  ah  I  if  he  would  but  say  so. 
If  he  would  but  ask  me  to  trust  him  for  years, 
long  years.  I  know  how  foolish  this  is  :  but  if  I 
only  knew  the  reason " 

''  Know  the  reason  !  Do  you  mean  that  Frank 
Beauclerc   has   never   yet   explained    to  you   the 
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reason  of  liis  beliaviour :  that  lie  never  lias  con- 
descended  ^" 

"Don't  speak  unkindly  of  liinij  Alice;  no  one 
can  tell " 

"  Don't  talk  nonsense,  Violet.  No  one  admires 
Frank  Beauclerc  more  tlian  I  do" — here  Alice 
blushed — "  no,  dear,  not  even  you,  or  that  Lady 
Evelyn  What's-her-name ;  but  you  are  wanting  to 
yourself,  you  want  the  spirit  of  a  woman,  to 
submit  to  this.  There  may  be  circumstances 
which  should  retard  your  marriage  or  the  pub- 
lication of  your  engagement.  I  don't  see  them 
myself,  but  they  may  exist — but  this  is  an  insult 
to  you,  dear ;  this  is  unfeeling,  unjust,  and  mitch 
as  I  might  admire — well  then,  love — him  Avith  my 
heart  and  soul,  I'd  tear  him  from  me,  as  I'd  tear 
off  this  glove :"  she  looked  at  the  article  in  ques- 
tion, and  found  that  it  was  nearly  gone.  "  Good- 
ness, Violet,  how  this  pony  does  pull  to  be  sure ; 
he  doesn't  have  half  work  enough."  There  was 
more  strength  than  delicacy  in  the  Griffin,  you  see, 
at  the  best  of  times;    and   I   suppose   the  pony 
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found  it  out  as  well  as  the  reader.  It  takes  two 
to  make  a  puller  :  and  opposition  did  not  improve 
Violet. 

They  drove  up  the  Parade :  the  waves  danced 
lightly  in  the  afternoon  sun :  the  idle-looking 
fishing-boat  swung  with  the  tide :  Ish.  (he  called 
himself  Captain)  Caper  exhibited  his  equestrian 
pupils  to  the  admiring  gaze   of  the   Ninety-fifth 

Plungers  and  the  remaining  troop  of  Frank's 

Hussars.  The  bathing-machines  were  in  battle 
array,  ready  to  be  carried  at  the  evening  attack. 
The  boatmen  were  lying  on  the  beach  in  the  mo- 
derate indulgence  of  a  pipe.  A  fine  variety  of 
nursemaids  and  infant  knickerbockers  was  abroad. 
The  Bedford  and  the  Ship  looked  happy  in  the 
plenitude  of  unopposed  charges  and  unfluctuating 
custom.  There  were  no  monster  hotels  then,  and 
no  Gentlemen  who  would  condescend  to  take  the 
management  of  them.  There  was  a  pleasure-boat 
on  the  water,  and  a  mild-looking  Cockney  or  two, 
wlio  had  been  having  theii-  guinea's  wortli  with 
the    harriers.      Carriages     of    every     description 
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thronged  the  way,  and  there  were  twenty  thou- 
sand people  walking,  lounging,  ogling,  sighing, 
flirting,  and  smoking,  between  the  west  and  east 
end  of  Brighton.  AYith  these  exceptions  it  was 
quiet  and  healthful — saving  the  drainage — and 
just  the  place  for  a  half  broken-hearted  girl  to 
revive  in. 

She  bore  up  manfully,  not  saying  much  more 
on  the  subject  of  Frank  and  his  short-comings. 
She  nodded  to  one,  kissed  her  hand  to  another, 
bowed  to  a  third,  but  begged  Alice  to  drive  on, 
who,  nothing  loth  to  give  vent  to  her  own  im- 
pulses, went  in  and  out  of  the  crowd  like  a 
hansom  cabman. 

We  know  the  result.  She  got  into  her  own 
house,  and,  according  to  the  graphic  description 
given,  "  fell  all  of  a  heap." 

Harry  Colville  sat  in  his  stud}',  waiting  patiently 
the  arrival  of  half  a  dozen  pupils  ten  minutes  over- 
due, lie  was  engaged  in  thinking  which  of  "  the 
fifteen  decisive  battles  of  the  world  "  was  the  most 

VOL.  III.  O 
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decisive,  when  one  of  his  children  appeared  before 
him. 

''  Pa,  here's  a  telef^ram.  The  man's  waiting  out- 
side." 

"Then  give  him  that  sixpence  and  this  paper: 
and  tell  jour  mother  to  come  here." 

"  My  dear,  here's  a  telegi'am  from  Brighton." 

"  I'm  sorry  to  see  that  Violet's  so  ill.  Of  course 
you'll  go  down  ?  " 

"  Of  com'se  I  shall  not :  but  I  think  you  had 
better  go.  I  can't  be  much  use  in  a  sick-chamber  ; 
besides,  it  A^'ill  do  you  good." 

"  If  Alice  wanted  mg,  she  would  have  said  so." 

"  Probably ;  but  I  can't  go.  How  can  I  leave 
these  fellows  ?  I  don't  beheve  one  of  them  would 
read  even  a  novel  if  I  didn't  walk  up  and  down 
the  room  while  he  was  doing  it." 

"  Then  let  them  do  without.  It  is  probably 
business  which  you  only  can  transact,  and,  as  you 
can't  go  this  evening,  telegraph  to  say  you'll  be 
there  to-moiTow." 

IN'Irs.  Colville  rang  the  bell,  and  when  the  ser- 
vant came  in,  she  said: 
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"Take  that  paper  to  the  telegraph-office,  and 
see  that  it  goes  at  once."  Then  two  doors 
opened,  and  as  Mrs.  Colville  retreated  by  the  one, 
the  detachment  of  scholastic  delinquents  —  the 
embryo  warriors  and  red-tapists,  wdiose  Etonian 
and  Harrovian  careers  liad  eminently  qualified 
them  for  a  life  of  pleasure  or  idleness — entered  by 
the  other.  The  general  object  seemed  to  be  to 
ascertain  the  minimum  amount  of  work  by  which 
five  and  threepence  a  day  could  be  acquired. 
They  were  gratified  to  a  degree  to  find  that  every- 
thing beyond  the  simplest  mathematical  know* 
ledge  was  voluntary,  and  still  more  so  to  hear  that, 
as  business  called  their  tutor  to  Brighton  to- 
morrow early,  there  would  be  only  a  paper  or  two 
left  out  for  their  consideration.  It  is  but  justice 
to  say  that  most  of  them  did  not  retire  from  work 
before  surmounting  the  difficulties  of  the  third 
question. 

At  Brighton,  the  first  requisite  seemed  to  be  just 
what  did  not  appear  to  be  coming :  a  medical  man. 
The  fact  is,  our  friend  Kedgate  was  an  exceedingly 
02 
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clever  fellow,  but  still  young  and  active;  and, 
when  not  engaged  in  the  works  of  his  calling,  he 
was  wont  to  find  himself  on  the  Downs,  riding 
after  those  charming  hounds,  the  Brookside  har- 
riers. He  was  of  that  happy  elastic  temperament 
that  wiped  away  from  his  mind  all  care  and 
anxiety  when  he  was  once  at  the  sterns  of  ]Mi\ 
Saxon's  hounds.  It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at :  and, 
though  we  do  not  endorse  the  theory  that  a  hand- 
some income  may  be  got  by  picking  up  the  pieces 
and  setting  the  broken  limbs  of  the  sportsmen  who 
are  wont  to  tumble  up  and  down  the  Devil's 
Dyke,  still  I  hold  in  profound  abhorrence  the  man, 
woman,  or  child  (unless  he  or  she  be  a  confirmed 
invalid,  and  suffering  a  positive  eternity  of  pain) 
who  would  rob  that  hardly-worked  and  grudgingly- 
paid  body  of  men  of  one  moment's  enjo^mient.  It 
is  a  bore  to  find  your  pet  doctor  (and  all  ladies,  and 
several  old  women  of  the  other  sex,  have  pet  doc- 
tors) gone  out  at  the  very  time  you  want  him  to 
be  at  home :  but  what  must  it  be  to  him  to  sit  at 
home  and  wait  hour  after  hour  for  the  summons 
which  he  expects,  but  which  never  comes  ? 


A  DEIVE  ON  THE  CLIFF.  197' 

Now,  it  so  happened  on  the  day  in  question  our 
friend  Eedgate  had  nothing  to  do.  Having  seen 
all  his  patients  by  mid-day,  and  hearing  that  Mr. 
Saxon  and  what  he  called  his  beauties  were  airing 
themselves  at  Rottendean,  or  thereabouts,  he 
made  an  excuse  to  call  upon  an  old  lady  in  that 
direction.  He  found  them  indeed  hare-ing  them- 
selves up  and  down  the  hills  between  that  and  the 
race-course :  and  therefore  it  need  not  be  wondered 
at  that  Violet's  messenger  had  not  reappeared  with 
the  doctor,  nor  the  doctor  without  the  messenger: 
for,  like  all  doctors,  he  rode  as  if  his  limbs  be- 
longed to  somebody  else,  and  he  had  the  setting  of 
them.  Boys  like  thinking  for  themselves,  espe- 
cially when  they  see  the  prospect  of  a  pleasant 
ride  instead  of  some  office  of  domestic  servitude 
before  them;  so  Miss  Violet's  boy  thought  it 
better  to  leave  word  at  Mr.  Redgate's  that  he  was 
to  start  for  ^Madame  Rosenfels's  as  soon  as  he  came 
in;  and,  having  inquired  which  way  the  doctor 
was  gone,  started  in  search  of  him. 

Finding  the  hounds  running,  and  the  doctor 
riding,  and  not  at  all  believing  in  the  necessities  of 
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his  young  mistress's  case,  he  took  care  not  to  see 
Mr.  Redgate  until  he  had  seen  some  of  the  hunt- 
ing, and  then,  having  deUvered  his  message,  he 
rode  placidly  back  to  the  .stables  about  twenty 
minutes  after  the  arrival  of  the  doctor. 

^Ir.  Redgate  stood  in  Miss  Carloss's  room,  after 
having  made  the  necessaiy  inquiries.  He  seemed 
none  the  worse  for  the  forbidden  pleasure  he  had 
l)een  enjoying.  It  had  brightened  his  eves,  and 
called  up  a  good  wholesome  coloui'  in  his  cheek, 
and  he  looked  like  what  he  was — a  well-educated, 
good-looking,  intelligent  man.  He  was  tall  and 
well  made,  and,  on  looking  into  his  clear  gi'ey 
eves,  you  saw  nothing  like  in^esolution  nor 
pretence. 

There  is  plenty  of  this  latter  ill-sounding  stuff 
in  all  professions.  The  law  is  full  of  it.  Litera- 
ture ?  Heavens  !  it  abounds,  from  the  lowest 
class  of  turf- reporter  to  the  very  highest  of  histo- 
rians, poets,  essayists.  I  almost  fear  that  the 
Church  itself  can  hardly  escape  the  charge — that 
is,  when  I  look  round  from  the  cold  shoidder  of 
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my  liard-Avorking  friend  the  curate  to  the  well- 
filled  table  of  my  evangelical  incumbent,  and  see 
in  the  one  the  fiery  spirit  of  a  Thomas  a  Becket  in 
disgrace,  and  in  the  other  the  humble  consciousness 
of  the  dignity  of  a  pedestal.  But,  of  all  others, 
medicine  is  the  furthest  gone  in  this  fatal  disorder. 
No  one  knows  where  it  begins,  or  where  it  ends ; 
from  the  well-dressed  knight  who  attends  in  his 
well-organised  brougham,  wdio  thinks  you  may 
take  your  ices  w^itli  the  chill  off,  and  steals  with 
di^Sculty  four  or  five  hours  from  his  ordinary  work, 
to  earn  a  fee  of  seventy  pounds  by  a  flying  visit  to 
a  country  patient,  to  the  loud-talking,  ever-bluster- 
ing, devil-may-care  friend,  wdio  calls  daily,  hits  you 
in  the  stomach,  puts  everything  to  rights  in  a 
minute,  and,  while  he  pockets  your  hundreds,  im- 
presses you  with  the  notion  that  he  is  presenting 
you  with  his  services. 

Mr.  Redgate  had  none  of  this.  As  he  stood  in 
the  room,  he  looked  thoughtful,  but  self-possessed: 
he  was  generous,  candid,  natural,  and  subdued  his 
voice  to  a  lower  key  only  in  accordance  with  the 
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State  of  his  patient,  and  not  with  professional  eti- 
quette. He  liacl  been  puzzled  by  Yiolet  a  long 
time,  and  felt  an  interest  in  the  case  independent 
of  the  patient  herself. 

''  Is  Madame  Rosenfels  at  home  ?  I  should  like 
to  say  good  morning  to  her  before  I  go." 

^'Yes,  she  was  at  home  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
ago.  I\Ir.  Redgate,"  said  Alice  Colville,  as  she 
led  the  way  to  a  small  room,  untenanted,  she 
knew,  ^'  you  think  worse  of  Miss  Carloss  than  you 
wish  her  or  us  to  imagine.  You  have  discovered 
some  symptoms  which  are  less  favourable,  or  even 
highly  unfavourable." 

"  On  the  contrary',  it  is  the  absence  of  these 
s}Taptoms  in  her  case  Avhich  puzzles  me.  If  there 
was  anything  tangible  to  account  for  this  occa- 
sional feebleness  and  depression,  to  say  nijthing  of 
a  gradual  deficiency  of  vital  power,  ^^hich  I  have 
observed,  I  should  be  better  satisfied — at  least,  I 
should  have  something  to  combat.  In  a  word, 
!Miss  Colville,  you  friend's  illness  is  not  physical  so 
much  as  mental.  The  seat  of  the  disease  is  the 
mind." 
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Alice  balanced  a  moment  how  far  she  should  be 
justified  in  admitting  it.  She  was  young,  and 
Mr.  Redgate  was  not  old.  Her  womanly  delicacy 
urged  her  to  refer  him  to  Madame  Rosenfels,  her 
natural  force  of  character  and  some  instinct  of 
judgment  induced  her  to  acknowledge  that  it 
was  so. 

"  I  believe  you  are  right,  ]Mr.  Redgate. 

"I  know  I  am  right,  Miss  Colville.  ISTow, 
excuse  further  wliat  I  am  about  to  say  to  you,  and 
which  I  mean  to  say  to  Madame  Rosenfels.  I  am 
desirous  of  another  opinion.  I  am,  perhaps, 
younger  than  my  experience,  and  there  is  a 
certain  delicacy  in  such  matters  which  would  be 
less  apparent  between  a  lady  so  young  and  her 
medical  adviser,  if  he  were  a  person  of  greater 
age.     You  understand  me  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  do,  !Mr.  Redgate,  and  believe  you ; 
but  you  must  talk  to  Madame  Rosenfels."  And 
he  did  talk  to  her,  and  convinced  her  that  his  view 
of  the  question  was  the  right  one. 

"Let  me  bring  a  friend  of  mine,  unconnected 
with  this  country,  and  of  great  experience,  in  the 
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coiu'se  of  a  day  or  U\o.  Miss  Carloss  is  better, 
and,  with  quiet  and  the  cheerful  companion  she 
has  in  ^liss  Cohille,  will  do  well." 

^'Do  you  recommend  change  of  scene?  " 
"  That  depends  upon  the  circumstances  of  the 
case.  Sometimes  change  of  scene  acts  in  a  totally- 
different  manner,  and  serves  to  strengthen  regi'ets 
and  rouse  dormant  reminiscences  which  are  better 
undisturbed.  It  occasionally  happens  that  a  return 
to  old  and  familiar  scenes  and  faces  works  a  far 
better  cure.  It  is  a  great  thing  for  a  warm  and 
affectionate  nature  to  have  something  to  love,  even 
though  it  should  not  be  all  or  exactly  what  it 
would  desire.  Wait  till  I've  brought  my  friend  to 
see  you ;  tell  hhn  what  you  can  and  ou£jht  to  tell, 
and  then  foUow  his  advice  implicitly."  And  then 
Mr.  Redgate  bowed  gravely  to  Madame,  and 
walked  out  of  the  house. 

"  Humph ! "  thought  the  lady  of  the  house. 
"  All  that  sounds  easy  enough  to  om*  young  friend, 
who  certainly  is  very  clever,  and  was  most  atten- 
tive to  me  when  I  had  my  little  nervous  attack. 
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I  like  him  amazingl}',  but  I  really  don't  sec  that 
there's  much  to  be  alarmed  about.  However,  it's 
better  than  having  one  of  these  Brighton  men: 
people  are  so  fond  of  talking.  A  disappointment ! 
that's  the  thing  for  the  old  gentleman,  whoever  he 
may  be.  All  women  have  disappointments.  I'd 
had  a  dozen  by  the  time  I  was  Violet's  age,  and 
remarkably  well  I  got  over  them.  It's  hard  if  she 
can't  manao;e  one."     So  thouMit  Madame. 

The  next  visitor  was  Alice's  father.  Colville 
arrived  the  next  day.  When  he  found  that  it  was 
not  an  affair  of  life  and  death,  he  put  himself  out 
of  temper  at  being  summoned. 

"Why,  my  dear  Alice,  could  3'ou  do  such  a 
stupid  thing  as  to  send  for  me  ?  Why  not  }'our 
mother  ?  " 

"Because,  first  of  all,  I  thought  the  change 
would  do  you  good." 

"  For  four-and-twenty  hours,  having  left  behind 
me  the  pleasures  of  home,  and  brought  with  me 
only  its  anxieties  and  troubles  ?  "  I  think  he  was 
right.      There    are    only   exceptional    cases   and 
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states  of  bein£j  in  which  a  man  should  leave  home. 
Certainly  not  when  an  angiy  editor  is  w^aiting  for 
copy  due,  and  dunces  and  sluggards  are  looking 
about  for  their  diiver  and  instructor  :  which  was 
precisely  Colville's  case. 

"  And  because  I  wanted  you  now,  papa,  and  not 
my  mother.  I  want  to  know  whether  you  have 
heard  an3rthing  about  that  Indian  woman  and  !Mr. 
Parker?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I've  been  bored  to  death  Avith 
him.  I  went  to  town,  and  listened  to  some  extra- 
ordinary story,  w^hich  has  manifestly  made  more 
impression  on  Jonas  Parker  than  on  me.  She 
was  sufferincp  from  delirium,  which  was  broucjht  on 
by  constant  intemperance.  Her  whole  conversa- 
tion, incoherent  to  the  last  degree,  was  about  poor 
Violet  and  Madame,  the  former  of  whom  she 
declared  not  to  be  Violet  Carloss  at  all." 

"And  why  should  she  not  be  right,  papa?" 
asked  Alice,  very  abruptly. 

"Why  shouldn't  she  be  right?  Upon  my 
honour,  my  dear,  I  can't  see  why  she  should  be. 
VTixo  in  the  world  else  do  you  suppose  she  is  ?  " 
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"  All,  that's  anotlier  matter.  She  miglit  be  any 
one." 

"  Nonsense,  Alice  !  One  would  think  you  had 
been  collecting  matter  for  a  sensational  noA^el." 

"What  is  there  to  prevent  such  a  change  as 
Baba's  ravings  point  at  ?  The  only  difficulty  is 
the  position  which  Madame  occupies  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world.  There  seems  to  me  to  be  motive  and 
opportunity." 

"  How  !  motive  ?  What  motive  could  there 
be?" 

"  You  seem  to  forget  that  she  has  had  the  con- 
trol of  a  large  sum  of  money:  they  do  say  she  has 
made  good  use  of  her  powers."  Alice  little  knew 
how  hard  she  was  treading  upon  her  father's  soft 
places.  "  At  all  events,  she  has  lived  upon  a  hand- 
some income  and  in  society,  which  a  poor  widow 
of  a  German  adventurer  could  hardly  expect  to 
have  done." 

Colville,  the  least  suspicious  of  men,  seemed 
struck  by  the  new,  but  to  him  very  unf  eminine  and 
distasteful,  view  which  his  daughter  was  taking  of 
the  business.     He  thought  her  severe :  and  yet  he 
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thought  it  was  very  much  what  his  wife  might 
have  said — if  not  the  most  merciful,  at  least  the 
most  just  of  women.  There  is  severitj  in  justice 
— in  human  justice;  for  abstract  justice  belongs 
only  to  Omniscience. 

"  I  don't  say  that  Baba's  insinuations  are  not 
the  ravings  of  a  lunatic :  but  Jonas  does  not  think 
so.  However,  something  more  may  be  ascer- 
tained." 

"Not  from  her,  Alice;  she's  dead,  poor  old 
soul!" 

"  And  who  was  with  her  ?  "  asked  the  Griffin, 
startled  by  this  sudden  termination  to  her  specu- 
lations. 

"Well,  I  was  not:  but  I  gave  Jonas  Parker 
sufficient  to  defray  a  physician's  fee,  and  desired 
him  to  find  some  better  advice  than  that  of  her 
parish  doctor:  though  God  knows  he  might  have 
been  a  very  Galen  for  ought  I  know.  However, 
she  died  the  same  night  :  and  the  old  woman's 
lawyers  took  charge  of  the  funeral  and  her 
papers — at  least,  your  friend  ]\Ir.  Parker  says  so." 
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"Then  the  thino;  would  be  to  find  out  the 
physician,  or  doctor,  whoever  he  may  be." 

"^ly  dear  Alice,  you  seem  very  anxious  to 
find  out  that  Violet  is  somebody  else." 

"If  she  is  somebody  else,  so  much  the  better 
for  her." 

"And  why  so?  She'll  lose  a  good  fortune, 
and  with  it  a  home." 

"No,  my  dear  papa,  she'll  gain  one.  I've  been 
talking  to  her,  and  I  feel  satisfied  that  the  mys- 
tery which  smTOunds  this  business  hangs  upon 
Violet  Carloss,  and  not  on  the  girl  herself.  I 
know  nothing,  and  can  conjecture  nothing,  about 
it :  but  I  know  he  loved  her  with  all  his  heart 
and  soul:  and,  if  so,  he  loves  her  still." 

Madame  came  in  from  her  walk:  Ahce  went 
up  to  her  sick-room :  and  the  parson  went  to 
throw  pebbles  from  the  beach  into  the  sea,  which 
reminded  him  of  Papal  aggression  as  practised  in 
England  a  few  years  back. 

About  seven  o'clock  on  the  followino;  afternoon, 
Mr.  Redgate  was  seated  at   his    own  table,  dis- 
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pensing  its  bachelor  hospitality  to  a  friend.  That 
friend  was  a  physician  of  considerable  practice 
in  London,  older  by  twenty  or  twenty-five  years 
than  the  doctor.  He  had  a  clear  bright  eye, 
grey,  with  dark  lashes  and  thick  eyebrows :  a 
thin,  well-shaped  nose,  inclined  to  be  long  ;  a 
good  mouth  and  teeth ;  and  his  iron-grey  liair 
was  still  sufficiently  plentiful  for  any  man  with 
scientific  tendencies.  He  was  a  well-shaped,  wiiy 
sort  of  man,  in  whom  shrewdness  and  wear  and 
tear  appeared  to  combine.  He  was  a  great  deal 
altered  since  we  last  met  him,  strus-o-lino:  and 
timid  ;  for  this  was  Doctor  Millingen. 

He  had  arrived  by  the  same  train  as  !Madame, 
and  after  restoring  a  fainting  lady  on  the  plat- 
form to  more  than  her  accustomed  animation  (he 
should  think),  he  found  himself  at  his  young 
friend's,  where  he  promised  himself  elght-and- 
forty  hours  of  relaxation. 

"  A  glass  of  port.  Doctor,  after  your  cheese  ?  " 
"  My  good  fellow,  it's  just  the  most  poisonous 
thing  you  can  drink." 
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"  Well,  I'll  try  it,"  said  the  younger.  "  It  was 
moved  here  from  my  mother's  cellar." 

"But,"  contmued  he,  as  if  he  had  never  been 
interrupted,  "there  are  times  when  it  may  be 
di'tink  with  the  greatest  impunity.  I'll  trouble 
you  for  a  glass." 

"  Now,  Doctor,  what  do  you  drink  after  dinner  ? 
Port,  claret,  sherry,  or  a  glass  of  Madeii'a  ?  " 

"  If  the  Madeira  came  from  your  mother's  too, 
we'll  have  a  bottle  of  that.  It's  a  little  pricked," 
said  he,  tasting  it,  and  smacking  his  lips ;  "  but  if 
you'll  boil  one  glass  in  a  bright  saucepan,  and  pour 
it  back,  it  will  be  better  than  it  has  been  these  ten 
or  fifteen  years." 

So  he  followed  the  Doctor's  advice,  and  it  was  so. 

"  This  is  very  good  of  you  to  come  down  and 
see  me  here." 

"  Not  at  all.  I  delight  in  Brighton.  Nothing 
to  do  and  plenty  to  see.  I  know  nothing  like 
thorough  relaxation,  if  you  are  to  have  it  at  all. 
Not  a  care,  not  a  thought.'* 

"  I'm  afraid  to  ask  you  a  favoiu',  then  ?" 

VOL.  III.  p 
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"  Wliy  so  ?  I'm  not  afraid  of  a  gallop  over  the 
downs.  '  I've  wandered  by  the  Brook-side'  before 
noWj  you  know." 

"  It's  not  that,  I'm  sorry  to  say,  tliough  you  can 
have  that  too." 

"  Oiit  with  it,  like  a  man." 

"  Can  you  see  a  patient  for  me  ?  " 

'^  Is  she  young  and  pretty  ?  "  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, gaily,  whose  attacks  upon  the  pricked  Madeu'a 
were  wanning  the  ascetic. 

"  Very :  and  the  diagnosis  of  the  case " 

"  Never  mind  about  that  ?  What's  the  matter 
with  her?" 

"  I  can't  tell :  physically  but  little,  mentally 
much." 

" Not  dehrium  tremens ;  because  I  wont  have 
anything  to  do  with  it." 

"  No,  it's  not :  it's  no  delirium  at  all,  but  a  case 
I  should  lil-Le  your  assistance  in.  I  want  your 
advice." 

"  You  shall  have  it,  if  I  can  really  be  of  ser- 
vice. But,  between  ourselves,  I  had  a  ^"cry  extra- 
ordinary case  accidentally  submitted  to  me  about  a 
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fortnight  ago :  and  now  I  tliink  of  it,  my  dear 
Redgate,  you  can  do  me  a  turn." 

"  Mouse  and  the  lion,  Doctor,"  said  the 
other. 

"  You're  a  man  of  the  workl,  though  my  junior," 
said  the  Doctor,  after  a  time,  "  and  I'm  going  to 
ask  your  advice,  not  professionally,  but  because  I 
think  you  can  tell  me  how  to  act."  Here  Dr. 
Millingen  filled  his  glass,  and  Redgate  his  pipe. 
"  I  hope  you  don't  object.  Doctor  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least :  your  inside  is  your  own  :  and 
you're  the  best  judge  of  your  own  narcotics:  I 
prefer  our  Rector  at  St.  David's."  So  the  one 
prepared  himself  to  talk,  and  the  other  to  listen. 
But  a  good  listener  is  the  rarer  of  the  two. 

"  I  had  occasion  to  go,  two  or  three  weeks  past, 
in  the  evening,  to  see  a  patient  in  the  neighboui'- 
hood  of  the  New  Road.  I  was  stepping  into  my 
brougham  to  return  home,  when  a  man  stopped 
me,  and  asked  in  abrupt  terms  if  I  was  a  physician. 
I  never  felt  so  strongly  inclined  to  lie  in  my  life. 
But  I  resisted  the  appeal  of  the  devil,  who  was 
v2 
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backed  by  a  hungry  stomacb  and  a  good  dinner 
awaiting  me,  and  told  the  truth.  He  urged  me  to 
go  a  quarter  of  a  mile  farther ;  and,  having  given 
the  address  to  my  coachman,  he  ran  by  the  side  of 
two  of  the  fastest  horses  in  London.  Good 
Heavens !  what  would  I  give  for  that  wind  now, 
Kedgate  ?  We  came  to  a  comfortable  house  enough, 
where  I  found  an  old  black  woman  with  delirium 
tremens,  raving  and  talking  nonsense.  I  did  what 
I  could  to  relieve  the  paroxysm,  and  after  a  time 
with  success.  I  make  a  point  of  hearing  nothing 
under  these  circumstances." 

Kedgate  blew  a  heavj  cloud  from  his  pipe,  and 
bowed  his  head  only  in  acquiescence. 

"  After  a  time  she  became  tranquil ;  and  as  the 
man,  one  Jonas  Parker,  an  old  acquaintance,  and 
the  fellow  that  caught  me  in  a  propitious  moment, 
was  present,  with  the  intention  of  remaining,  I 
proposed  to  leave " 

"And  dine?" 

"  I  didn't  say  that."  Redgate  nodded  again, 
too  wise  to  interrupt  so  lucid  an  explanation. 
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"  Not  a  bit  of  it.  There  was  a  chapter  of  Re- 
velations, which  I  was  doomed  to  have  read  to  me, 
and,  what  with  the  man  and  what  with  the  woman, 
I  was  forced  to  hear  them  out." 

"  I  hope  they  proved  amusing."  One  is  obliged 
to  say  something.  The  best  listener  in  the  world 
is  something  more  than  a  mute. 

"  You   shall   judge.     I   shall  not   mention  the 
names  of  the  persons  concerned,  for  they  might  be 
known  to  you,  as  they  move  in  good  society,  and 
the   girl  especially  is  said  to   be  handsome,  and 
wealthy,  and  to  have  been  on  the  eve  of  marriage 
with  a  very  well  known  man  about  town.     The 
old  woman  deliberately,  within  a  short   time  of 
her   death,  declared    to   me,  in   the   presence  of 
this  man,  who  seemed  to  know  a  great  deal  of  the 
circumstances,  that  she   had  herself  assisted  the 
aunt  or  guardian,  witli  wliom  this  girl  lived,  to 
conceal  the  death  of  the  real  heiress  of  the  pro- 
perty, and  to  substitute  a  cousin,  who  did  not  die, 
for  her.     She  said  the  doctor,  who  was   then  a 
young  and  inexperienced  man,  had  been  deceived. 
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and  tliat  lie  liad  assisted,  unconsciously,  tlie  deceit, 
bj  registering  himself  the  wrong  name.  What 
do  you  think  of  that,  my  good  fellow  ? "' 

'-'  A  veiy  likely  thing  indeed.  Doctor,"  said  the 
man  of  the  world.  "  God  knows  who  we  may  be. 
We  none  of  us  know  ourselves." 

''  Xo,  but  we  are  supposed  to  know  something 
about  other  people.  That's  what  we  go  for.  Well, 
this  story  was,  to  some  extent,  confirmed  by  the 
man." 

"  That's  nothing  ;  they  might  have  been  ac- 
complices," answered  the  man  of  the  world. 

'^  What !  in  procuring  her  everlasting  perdition 
by  such  a  lie.  Oh  !  no,  they  thought  it  true,  at 
all  events.  And  it  is  true,  Redgate.  There  was 
a  lady,  some  years  ago,  and  she  had  two  httle 
wards,  or  nieces,  or  something,  and  she  did  lose 
one,  and  I  have  no  doubt  she  changed  the  names — 
for  one  was  an  heh'ess,  and  the  other  a  pauper. 
She  kept  the  heiress,  of  course,*  to  prevent  the 
money  from  reverting,  and  as  to  the  pauper — 
what  could  she  do  but  buiy  her." 
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"  And  this  was  a  "vvoman  of  good  repute  in  tlie 
world?" 

"  It  was.  There  are  people,  mv  dear  boy,  that 
would  do  anything  for  money." 

"  And  the  doctor  ?  he  must  have  been  a  great 
fool." 

"  Very  likely ;  and  the  woman  might  have  been 
very  good-looldng ;  but  it's  true,  Tom.  For  I 
was  the  man." 

"  Whew  ! "  whistled  ^Ir.  Tom  Redgate,  blowing 
out  one  of  the  most  deliberate  and  largest  possible 
puffs  of  smoke.     "  You  were  the  man  ?  " 

"  I  was  ;  but  I  was  not  completely  deceived.  I 
had  my  suspicions,  and  kept  a  memorandum  of  the 
transaction.  As  to  Parker,  or  whatever  his  name 
is,  I  have  been  in  search  of  him ;  but  he  has  left 
to^\^l  to  go  to  his'master.  1  wish  I  could  hit  upon 
these  people." 

"  Well !  Doctor,  I'm  sorry  for  you.  I  can  give 
you  plenty  of  advice,  but  no  help.  I  don't  think 
there's  much  romance  where  I  shall  take  you. 
The  girl  has   been   thwarted  in  love,  that's   the 
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extent  of  it,  I  tliink;  and  as  to  Madame  Ro- 
senfels " 

"  Madame  who  ? "  roared  the  Doctor,  with  his 
eyes  half  out  of  his  head. 

"  Why !  Madame  Eosenfels,  to  be  sure,"  said 
the  other,  calmly  enough. 

"  Good  God,  sir,  that's  the  woman.  And  the 
girl?" 

"  Violet  Carloss,"  replied  Mr.  Eedgate,  who  had 
dropt  his  pipe,  and  was  now  staring  hopelessly 
through  its  retreating  nebulae. 

"  To  be  sure — I  thought  so.  Those  are  the 
people.  Don't  be  alarmed,  Tom.  I'll  prescribe 
for  them ;  and,  when  I've  administered  my  dose, 
I'll  be  bound  to  say  you'll  find  a  gi'eat  change  in 
the  young  lady  at  least.  Twenty  years'  plotting 
is  enough  to  have  changed  the  old  one." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

•  THE   COLONEL   COMES   TO   GRIEF. 

The  image  of  war,  &c. 

We  must  take  the  reader  back  once  more  for  a 
final  visit  to  Beauvale.  The  house  and  the  hounds 
had  not  answered  the  Colonel's  expectations. 
When  he  had  means  to  be  so  merry,  how  was  it 
he  was  so  miserable  ?  Everything  went  wrong  : 
he  could  not  have  just  the  people  he  wanted  to 
stay  with  him.  Gorsehampton  came  and  rode  his 
horses,  having  lamed  most  of  his  own.  Charlie 
Ryder,  too,  was  assiduous  in  his  attentions.     They 
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were  both  good  fellows :  the  latter  a  little  too 
horsey  in  the  way  of  dress  and  conversation  ;  but 
Colonel  Beauclerc  thought  he'd  tone  down  a  little, 
as  he  saw  more  of  society.  Lady  Ashdale  was 
not  in  the  countr}^ ;  but  the  men  came  over  for  a 
day  or  two  to  enliven  him.  The  fact  is,  that 
Everard  Beauclerc  was  like  other  people  :  he  got 
very  stupid  hunself,  and  so  he  laid  the  blame  upon 
other  persons.  And  Frank,  too,  why  was  he  not 
here  ?  This  was  sure  to  bring  on  a  fit  of  the  blue 
de^dls.  Just,  too,  at  this  time  to  feel  so  depressed, 
when   he   was    really  penitent :    so   uncommonly 

sony  for  having  caused Ah !  well  it  can't  be 

helped.  There  is  no  doubt  that  the  Colonel  was 
\ery  low,  very  low  indeed.  It  took  a  great  deal 
of  riding  and  a  very  good  run  to  bring  him  at 
all  up  to  the  mark ;  and  one  cannot  expect  that 
till  later  in  the  winter. 

Everard  Beauclerc  did  not  understand  why  he 
was  being  punished  now  for  a  sin  he  had  com- 
mitted so  many  years  ago.  So  few  of  us  do 
understand  that.     Of  course  we  cry  out,  when  we 
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are    liurt,    like    other    people,    "  What    have    I 
done?" 

"  Ah,  my  good  friend,  what  have  you  not  done  ?" 
You  made  a  bad  debt  early  in  life,  when  }'ou  com- 
menced business  for  yourself,  in  fact,  and  now 
you  turn  over  three  or  four  pages  of  the  ledger 
to  look  for  the  deficiency:  not  having  balanced 
your  books  since  Heaven  knows  when.  "  And 
what  in  the  world,"  thinks  the  Colonel,  "  have  this 
bov  and  ffiid  to  do  with  it  ?  "  Has  he  f oro;otten  the 
sermon  of  his  old  friend  50  soon,  about  the 
som'  gi'apes,  and  whose  teeth  have  been  set  on 
edge?  And  then  come  in  half  a  dozen  of  his 
guests  from  their  various  occupations.  They  see 
him  moody  and  pre-occupied,  and  betake  them 
one  to  a  glass  of  sherr}^,  another  to  some  fishing- 
tackle,  a  third  writes  a  letter,  and  a  fourth  picks 
up  the  newspaper :  so  in  ten  minutes  the  Colonel 
comes  to  the  conclusion  that  they  are  "  dull  dogs, 
very  dull  dogs,"  and  feels  singularly  aggrieved.  I 
wonder  whether  he  recollected  his  Horace.  Pro- 
bably not,   though   he    must   have   been   flogged 
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pretty  often  for  it  at  Grammerton.  His  punish- 
ment had  come  a  long  time  after  the  offence  ;  and 
was  h'ght  enough  in  all  conscience  : 

Saepe  Diespiter 
Xeglectus  incesto  addidit  integmin  : 
Raro  antecedentem  scelestum 
Deseruit  pede  Poena  claudo. 

All  writers  on  sport  have  long  eschewed  "a 
southerly  wind  and  a  cloudy  sky,"  as  indicative  of 
scent.  It  mav  indicate  rain,  which  in  the  ffrass 
countries  is  provocative  of  a  state  of  soil  which 
appears  favourable  to  it,  but  abstractedly  we 
prefer  a  little  east. 

Perhaps  if  I  say  that  it  looked  like  a  fine 
hunting  morning  at  Beauvale,  I  have  said  enough. 
There  was  a  cheerful  party  assembled  round  the 
breakfast-table  :  two  of  the  ladies  from  Lord 
Snaresborough's,  and  half  a  dozen  men,  including 
Colonel  Beauclerc  himself,  avIio  always  was  more 
cheerful  on  huntiiio;  morninfrs. 

"  I  see  the  ladies  are  going  in  the  pony-carriage. 
Don't  you  ride,  Lady  Isabella?"  said  the  Colonel 
to  one  of  Lord  Snaresborough's  daughters.     The 
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Colonel  was  never  so  sorry  to  see  a  lacly  as  at  the 
cover-side,  with  a  determination  to  go, 

"  No  :  Colonel  Beauclerc.  We  are  both  going 
in  the  pony-carriage.  It's  only  six  miles,  I  believe, 
to  the  gorse."     And  they  started. 

"  You've  plenty  of  time,  then.  The  gorse  is  a 
very  doubtful  find;  and  we  shall  come  back  a  little 
to  Kittenfield  Underwood.  That's  a  certainty ; 
and  if  you  pull  up  on  the  top  of  the  hill  you  can 
see  for  miles.  I  dare  say  you'll  know  more  about 
the  run  than  any  of  us.  I  ought  to  be  off.  "VYlio's 
going  in  the  phaeton  with  me  ?  " 

^'  I'll  go  with  you,  Beauclerc,"  said  Lord  Snares- 
borough.  "  The  drive  saves  one  a  little — I'm  not 
so  young  as  I  was."  Hrs  Lordship  looked  like  tlie 
most  cheerful,  healthy  specimen  of  the  British 
Farmer  of  sixty  years  of  age  ;  and,  though  an 
Earl,  would  have  felt  very  much  flattered  by  the 
comparison. 

So  the  two  started  for  the  meet  in  the  lifjhtest 
and  neatest  of  spider  phaetons:  the  old  Lord  lit 
his  cigar,  and  the  Colonel  followed  his  example. 
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"  Gorseliamptoii,  are  you  ready  ?  *'  inquired 
Charlie  Eyder. 

"  No :  lot's  of  time.  You're  always  in  such  a 
hurry.  Plere,  sit  down  again  and  have  apricot 
jam.  We'll  see  Lady  Isabella  and  her  sister 
off." 

"  But  we're  not  going  as  far  as  you,  you  know," 
said  the  lady. 

"  No,  nor  as  fast.  There's  a  short  cut  across 
the  vale,  all  grass." 

"  And  a  stile  with  a  foot-bridge  to  get  over, 
Lady  Isabella.  Wlien  Gorsehampton  used  to  take 
the  regiment  home  his  short  cuts,  with  just  a  little 
gap  or  two,  to  Portsbndge,  he  had  two-thuds  of 
'em  in  hospital  at  the  same  time.  Hallo  !  here's 
Plums."  Plums  was  a  capital  fellow,  very  gen- 
tlemanly, good-looking,  and  a  good  man  to  hounds  : 
but  he  had  had  the  misfortune  to  have  a  grand- 
father (everybody  has  not),  an  eminent  grocer, 
common  councilman,  and  Lord  Mayor,  from  whom 
he  had  inherited  a  hundred  thousand  pounds. 
The  only  means  by  which  he  could  be  made  a 
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gentleman  was  by  a  cavalry  regiment.  The  short 
cut  with  him  had  answered  admirably :  it  had 
brought  him  straight  home.  But  the  name  stuck 
to  him  with  the  money,  and  he  had  the  good 
sense  to  respond  to  it  cheerfully.  There  was  not 
a  more  popular  man  in  the  army  than  Plums. 

"  Beauclerc  gone  ?  "  inquired  Plums,  after  salut- 
ing those  of  the  company  whom  he  knew.  "  Well, 
thank  you,  I'll  have  a  glass  of  cherry  brandy: 
thank  you,  that  will  do.  I  suppose  Frank's  in 
Ireland?" 

"  Yes,  by  Jove !  likely  to  stop  there.  They 
won't  let  him  go  again  this  winter." 

"  I  hear  he  wants  to  exchange  for  India." 

"  He  did ;  but  he  won't  now.  They  talk  of  war 
in  the  spring  with  Russia." 

"Bore  for  you,  Plums." 

"  Yes,  Charlie  ;  quite  brings  one  down  to  your 
level." 

"  Puts  us  all  in  the  hole,  I  suppose  you  mean," 
said  Charlie,  laughing.  Poor  boy  ;  he  little 
knew  that  he  spoke  nearly  the  trutli,  for  liis  own 
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regiment  and  some  more  of  the  light  cavahy 
brigade.  It  was  Charlie  Eyder's  last  season,  as 
■well  as  that  of  a  gi'eat  many  more. 

"Will  you  have  the  hacks  brought  round,  my 
Lord,  or  will  you  go  to  the  stable  yard?  The 
ponies  are  at  the  door  when  the  ladies  are  ready." 

"  You'd  better  tell  the  hacks  to  come  round.  I 
suppose  you  fellows  are  ready  ?  Come,  Charlie,  I 
suppose  you're  ready  ?  " 

"  You  started  me  at  this  apricot  jam.  I  haven't 
near  finished  it."  However,  he  got  up,  and  in  five 
minutes  more  they  were  all  in  the  saddle. 

They  had  scarcely  left  the  house,  when  a  station- 
fly  drove  up  to  the  front  entrance,  and  disgorged, 
to  the  astonishment  of  the  household,  no  other 
than  Frank  Beauclerc.  'Mi.  Jonas  Parker  climbed 
down  from  the  box,  and  superintended  the  safe 
descent  of  a  single  portmanteau  and  a  hat-case. 
The  journey  had  evidently  been  taken  in  haste. 

"  Colonel  Beauclerc  is  gone  to  Ivittenfield 
Underwood,  sir,"  said  the  butler,  without  being 
asked. 
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"  Is  he  ?  How  long  ago  ?"  demanded  the  Cap- 
tain, as  the  ladies'-maids  ^Ye^e  m  the  habit  of 
calling  him.  What  a  platonic  but  genuine  sym- 
pathy they  all  feel  for  the  junior  members  of 
the  service,  and  how  readily  they  bestow  their 
promotion.  There's  nothing  equal  to  them  for 
that  but  an  Irish  carman. 

"  Ten  minutes  or  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  sir :  not 
more." 

"  Then  take  those  things  to  my  room,  Jonas. 
Mr.  Bitters,  send  Curry  to  me,  up-stairs."  And 
Frank,  in  a  high  state  of  excitement,  began  to 
ascend  by  three  steps  at  a  time. 

"Curry,  have  you  anything  of  mine  here?" 
Here  Frank  put  his  second  leg  into  a  pair  of 
leathers :  and  called  to  Jonas  for  a  button-hook. 

"  No,  sir,  the  mare  is  not  fit,  but  you  can  ride 
Solomon,  sir.  He's  a  little  short  of  work.  Eide 
him  steady  at  first,  sir." 

"  Oil,  naturally,"  said  Frank.  And  ^ir.  Curry 
laughed  at  the  notion  :  as  if  it  didn't  depend  on 
the  pace.     "He's   not   had   his  water,  and   he  is 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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saddled  for  ^ir.  Ryder :  we  didn't  send  him,  be- 
cause there  came  a  new  one  from  town  last  night 
for  him,  which  he  wanted  to  trj.  Will  you  have 
him  sent  on  to  the  cross-roads,  and  gallop  tlie  pony 
down  as  far,  sir.    flight  save  time." 

"  No,  thank  you,  no."  Here  Frank  tied  a  very 
neat  bow  just  above  the  bootj  and  Jonas  Parker 
did  the  same  to  the  other  leg.  He  had  been  well 
instructed  in  that  part  of.  his  business.  "  I'm  just 
ready ;  bring  the  horse  round.  I  shall  jog  on  straight 
to  the  cover.  They're  sure  to  give  one  a  quarter 
of  an  hour's  law." 

"  Bless  my  heart,  ^Ir.  Bitters,  what  spirits  the 
Captain's  in  again." 

"Is  he,  ]SIi\  Cuny?  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  I 
hope  it's  catching.  Take  a  glass  o'  this  cherry 
brandy.  Here's  both  their  good  healths  :"  and  ]Mi'. 
Curry  duly  responded. 

True  enough,  when  Frank  Beauclerc  arrived, 
the  hounds  were  being  throAMi  into  Kittenfield 
Underwoods  ;  a  certain  find,  and  one  of  the  finest 
countries  in  England  to  ride  across.    Frank  and 
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liis  liorse  both  knew  it,  and  the  timid  and  uncertain 
note  of  a  hound,  and  the  rate  of  a  wliip,  put  them 
both  in  high  spirits.  Frank  felt  quite  himself; 
and  the  old  horse  knew  he  had  a  performer  on  his 
back.  In  a  minute  or  two  more  he  caught  sight  of 
his  father,  and  jogged  gently  down  the  hill,  close 
by  the  cover  fence,  to  meet  him.  The  Colonel 
was  intent  on  his  sport  only,  as  a  good  master 
should  be,  and  did  not  see  him  till  he  was  close 
upon  him.  Solomon  greeted  his  stable  companion, 
and  then  the  Colonel  turned  round. 

"  Frank,  my  boy,  if  you  knew  how  I've  longed 
for  you.    Where  do  you  come  from  ?" 

"  Ireland,  last  night,  my  dear  father.  I  come  to 
see  you,  and  to  talk  to  you."  And  Frank's  eyes 
shone,  and  his  whole  manner  was  changed.  He 
was  not  himself.  Hope  had  made  him  something 
more.  He  could  evidently  not  contain  his  news, 
and,  putting  his  arm  on  to  his  father's  shoulder, 
he  leant  forward  and  said  : 

"My  dear  father,  I  hope  I've  some  good  news 

for  you.  It's  about  her.  I've  heard  it  all.  She's " 

q2 
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but  lie  was  cloomed  to'  be  disappointed.  At  that  mo- 
ment a  rattling  view-hallo  I  from  the  farther  corner 
of  the  cover  announced  a  find,  and  at  the  same  mo- 
ment a  long  and  lusty  *'  gom-a-wa-ay"  cut  short  his 
interesting  communication.  Solomon  seized  the  bit 
in  his  teeth,  and  shook  his  head  in  a  detennined 
manner,  while  the  Colonel,  putting  himself 
firmly  down  in  the  saddle,  and  taking  hold  of 
his  mare  resolutely  by  the  head,  descended  the 
hill  as  if  he  thought  the  place  for  the  blaster 
of  the  Hounds  was  close  at  their  sterns.  In 
less  than  three  minutes,  Frank  was  at  his  side, 
sailing  away  through  the  water  meadow  at  the 
bottom.  It  was  quite  clear  that  all  conversation 
was  over  between  them.  Their  first  duty  now  was 
the  death  of  the  fox,  and  they  seemed  bent  on  ac- 
complishing it. 

They  went  through  the  gi'ass,  which  carried  a 
burning  scent,  heads  up  and  sterns  do^^ii.  It  was 
as  much  as  Frank  and  the  Colonel  could  do  to 
hold  their  own,  along  the  side  of  the  brook. 
About  half  a  dozen  of  the  best  men  stood  to  them, 
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and  the  rest  were  content  to  make  use  of  the  liand- 
gates  and  the  bridle-road,  catching  an  occasional 
view  of  them  in  the  distance.  The  pace  was  ter- 
rificj  and  not  a  homid  spoke.  Some  few  of  them 
had  been  left  behind,  when  they  came  away  from 
the  cover,  with  one  of  the  whips ;  the  rest  continued 
to  run  as  if  they  were  tied  to  their  fox. 

"  This  way,"  said  Lord  Snaresborough,  heading 
a  division  of  shirkers.  "  lie  can't  go  long  at  tliis 
pace  :  we  must  nick  them  at  the  Mordan  Canal 
Bridge." 

"  Straight  on,  my  Lord,"  sang  out  a  hard-riding 
curate  to  Lord  Gorsehampton ;  "  they  mean  running 
to-day.  We're  in  for  a  stinger."  Saying  which 
he  disappeared  over  an  ox  fence,  with  his  tails 
flying  up  in  a  most  unclerical  fashion,  while  Lord 
Gorsehampton  negotiated  a  single  flight  of  rails  to 
his  right.  Frank  and  his  father  were  still  in  front, 
with  the  servants  in  attendance ;  Captain  Ashdale 
a  little  to  their  left,  riding  wide  of  the  hounds,  and 
nursing  his  horse  already.  He  was  anticipating 
sometbins  better  than  common.     Plums  held  his 
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own,  but  had  not  bad  so  good  a  start  as  tbe  otber 
tbree,  wbo  were  half  a  mile  a  head  of  tbe  ruck 
before  they  had  gone  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

"  It's  a  yawner/'  roared  Frank  to  bis  father,  as 
Solomon  landed  in  a  grass  field  of  sixty  acres, 
dropping  his  bind  legs  in  tbe  ditch,  and  recovering 
himself  only  by  the  strength  of  bis  rider,  Avbo  held 
him  like  a  vice.  "  There's  no  getting  rid  of  tbe 
governor,"  said  be  to  himself,  "  on  that  mare,"  as 
he  saw  him  sailing  over  without  a  mistake  ;  while 
Plums  came  to  grief  on  the  one  side,  and  Captain 
Asbdale  entered  the  field  on  the  other,  so  encum- 
bered with  brambles  and  brushwood  that  he  looked 
like  ''  a  first  season"  belle,  after  tlie  Guards'  or 
Mabel  waltzes,  at  an  artillery  ball. 

They  had  both  forgotten  their  troubles  for  the 
time :  and  when,  at  the  end  of  seventeen  minutes, 
they  came  to  a  short  check,  and  were  enabled  to 
turn  their  beads  to  the  wind,  they  looked  as  happy 
as  if  no  care  sat  behind  tbe  horsemen.  ^'  Post 
equitem  sedet  atra  curar  Not  for  me  did  Horace 
pen  that  line :  nor  for  tbe  Beauclercs.     It  is  the 
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only  saddle  behind  wliicli  there  is  no  room  for  her. 
I  have  had  my  trials  and  anxieties,  my  good  reader, 
as  well  as  you.  I  have  them  now,  and  I  tliink  I 
make  a  good  fight  of  it  with  the  enemy.  But  if 
life  was  a  set  of  continuous  bursts  with  fox-hounds, 
with  only  time  to  get  our  wind  again,  black  care 
and  I  should  know  but  little  of  one  another. 

"  Seventeen  minutes :  Frank,  where  is  the  rest 
of  the  field  ?  Only  nine  of  us.  What's  become 
of  Sir  Kenelm,  and  old  Stockfield,  Ned?"  in- 
qmred  the  Colonel  of  his  whip. 

"  Sir  Kenelm's  hung  up  in  that  big  fence,  with 
his  horse  on  his  back." 

"  Sorry  for  that.  I  hope  he's  not  hurt  ?  " 
"  Oh  no,  sir ;  he's  all  right :  and  there's  at  least 
thirty  of  'em  stoppin'  to  help  him.  Farmer  Stock- 
field  is  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  last  close  but 
one.  Says  he  never  stopped  a  horse  in  fom'teen 
minutes  before.     No  old  beans,  I  expect." 

"  Fugleman  has  it,"  shouted  Frank  ;  and  in  an- 
other second  or  two  the  whole  pack  had  settled 
down   to   their  work,   and   the  chosen   few  were 
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again  enjoying  the  sport.  The  speculators  on  the 
Mordan  Canal,  with  Lord  Snaresborough  at  their 
head,  were  doomed  to  disappointment.  The 
hounds  crossed  it  lower  down,  at  least  a  mile  and 
a  half  from  the  "  nick ;"  and  the  roadsters  made 
a  stern  chase  of  it  from  that  point. 

The  o;ood  men  now  beo;an  to  ride  their  horses. 
It  was  no  time  to  take  liberties.  The  bad  and  the 
badly  mounted  were  finished  long  ago.  Here  and 
there  a  persevering  boy  on  a  pony,  a  truant  doctor, 
or  a  very  hard  cornet,  with  more  boots  than  brains, 
was  still  following  in  the  wake  of  the  half  dozen 
who  were  in  front.  The  ruck  was  hopelessly  beat. 
As  to  catching  them  in  a  country  like  this,  where 
some  late  rains  had  made  it  wet,  and  the  hedgerows 
were  still  full  of  leaf,  a  baby  might  as  well  try  to 
catch  a  cricket-ball. 

It  is  a  charmino;  thino;  to  see  the  field  o'row  less 
and  less,  beautifully  but  certainly.  I  have  no 
great  feeling  of  rivalry  on  literature  or  ordinaiy 
subjects ;  I  could  bear  to  share  it  ^A^th  hundreds, 
if  it  were  possible,  and  it  would  increase  their  hap- 
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piness.  But  the  pleasure  of  putting  yourself  on 
the  other  side  of  a  most  unmistakable  rasper,  or 
an  exceptional  piece  of  water,  horse  and  all,  and 
leaving  everybody  else  to  look  for  the  nearest  gate 
or  bridge,  is  one  which  cannot  be  appreciated  by 
everybody.  It  so  happened  that  Frank  and  his 
father  were  both  of  this  class.  They  did  not  do 
it  entirely,  but  they  had  so  nearly  reached  that 
point  that  they  began  to  ride  against  one  another. 
The  pace  was  less  severe,  but  both  hounds  and 
horses  were  getting  beaten.  The  nature  of  the 
country  had  a  little  changed ;  it  ceased  to  be  so 
clear,  and  the  fields  got  smaller  and  the  fences  a 
little  cramped.  Here  and  there  a  bank  took  the 
place  of  the  pleached  binders,  and  the  ditches  (as 
is  not  uncommon  in  banked  countries)  offered 
great  facilities  for  rolling  about.  The  fox  was 
sinking.  Having  done  the  distance — eleven  miles 
in  somethiniT  under  an  hour — he  miirht  be  for- 
given.  He  was  the  reputable  parent  of  a  fine 
family,  destined  to  give  the  Colonel  some  trouble 
before  the  end  of  the  season. 
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"  To  tlie  left,  Fmnk/'  shouted  tlie  Colonel,  as 
he  saw  his  son  maldng  for  a  very  accommodating 
gate,  not  quite  in  the  line,  which  he  opened  and 
held  for  the  huntsman. 

"  Thanks,  Frank,"  said  Captain  Ashdale,  as  he 
followed,  catclnng  the  gate  on  his  crop-handle  and 
letting  it  fall  hea^Tily  behind  him.  "  Here's  Xut- 
bourn ;  we  shall  kill  him  in  the  cover."  And  it 
looked  hke  it.  ^'  Tally-ho  !  "  shouted  Ned,  as  the 
beaten  fox  jumped  out  of  the  hedgerow  and  made 
for  the  fence,  Rattler,  President,  and  Skirmisher 
catchinfic  sificht  of  him  at  the  same  moment.  He 
was  through  the  fence,  making  for  the  cover,  as 
Frank,  with  his  hat  off,  cheered  on  the  hounds, 
and  sent  old  Solomon  at  the  weakest  part,  who 
landed  on  his  head,  and  left  Frank  sitting  some- 
where in  front  of  the  saddle.  He  righted  himself, 
and  tlie  hounds  raced  him  across  the  field.  He 
was  too  weak  to  fence,  and  tm'ned  at  bay  in 
the  ditch  of  Nutboiu'u  Woods,  where,  after  a 
minute's  struggle  with  Skirmisher,  he  was  pulled 
down  by  the  other  hounds  and  the  body  of  the 
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pack,  to  tlie  intense  satisfaction  of  the  huntsman, 
the  first  whip,  Captain  Ashdale,  Pkmis,  Charhe 
Ryder,  who  had  just  managed  to  tumble  over  the 
last  fence  and  run  in  on  foot ;  half  a  dozen  headed 
by  the  sporting  tradesman ;  Lord  Snaresborough, 
who  had  dropped  in,  as  usual,  from  no  one  know^s 
where  ("  ouranothen,"  we  presume)  ;  Frank  Beau- 
clerc,  who  was  off  and  in  the  middle  of  them,  with 
Solomon's  head  and  tail  out  in  a  direct  straight 
line,  but  vibrating,  and  the  Colo 

No — the  Colonel  was  not  there.  "Ned,  ride 
back,  quick."  They  could  none  of  them  raise 
more  than  a  trot.  "  I  saw  Colonel  Beauclcrc  at 
the  last  fence  but  one ;  he  halloed  to  me  to  go  to 
the  left  as  we  came  throuo;h  the  o;ate."  And, 
having  given  these  orders,  Frank  set  off  running 
himself  in  the  direction  of  the  fence  where  he  had 
last  seen  his  father.  He  was  there  before  the 
whip  had  managed  to  get  his  tired  horse  through 
the  last  gap. 

The  sight  which  greeted  him  was  not  a  cheerful 
one.     A   horse  was   on   the   gi'ound:  but,   thank 
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God,  the  Colonel  was  on  his  legs  by  her  side. 
There  was  comfort  in  that.  He  was,  however, 
supported  by  a  labourer,  who  had  come  from  his 
work,  and  who  was  almost  vainly  endeavouring  to 
stanch  the  blood  that  flowed  from  a  blow  on  the 
side  of  the  temple.  Colonel  Beauclerc  was  not 
given  to  fainting,  or  he  ought  certainly  to  have 
done  so.  On  the  other  hand,  he  asked  Frank  to 
see  if  the  mare  was  injured,  to  give  the  man  some- 
thing for  his  trouble,  and  then  to  give  him  an  arm 
as  far  as  the  farm-house,  half  a  mile  off,  and  send 
to  the  nearest  place  for  a  carriage.  These  orders 
were  delivered  T\ith  apparent  composure,  and  at 
intervals  between  some  sherry  which  Frank  gave 
his  father  from  his  flask.  The  mare  was  not  much 
injured,  but  utterly  pumped.  "Not  her  fault," 
as  the  Colonel  said ;  "  but  the  bank  gave  way  as 
she  dwelt  a  little  longer  than  usual."  Then  he 
thanked  the  labourer  who  had  given  him  assistance, 
and,  putting  his  arm  through  his  son's,  he  wallvcd 
very  slowly  and  infirmly  to  the  farm-house  at  half 
a  mile  distance. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

A    PEKFECT    CURE. 

Xec  quod  fiiimusve,  sumusve, 
Cras  erimus.  Ovid. 

EvERARD  Beauclerc  sat  up  in  an  arm-chair 
by  the  side  of  a  comfortable  fire  in  his  bedroom 
in  Beauvale.  Though  he  made  hght  of  it,  he 
had  not  found  a  kick  on  the  head  from  his  mare, 
as  she  struggled  on  the  ground,  conducive  to  his 
comfort.  I  presume  he  had  passed  the  age  when 
we  are  assured  by  philosophers  that  hard  knocks 
are  for  our  good. 

"  It  might  have  been  worse,''  was  all  the  conso- 
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lation  lie  o[ot,  after  three  days  of  semi-conscious- 
iiess,  and  a  permission  from  his  doctor  to  indulge 
in  boiled  chicken,  light  claret,  and  a  few  minutes' 
conversation  with  Frank. 

"But  no  company,  Colonel — no  company  or 
fatigue,  on  any  account."  It  was  a  necessaiy  pre- 
caution, for  the  Colonel's  friends  had  not  left  him. 
They  proposed  going,  to  be  sure,  with  a  sort  of 
delicacy,  as  being  de  trop  in  a  sick  house:  but 
having,  in  a  supposed  lucid  interval,  given  orders 
that  Charlie  Ryder  was  to  have  a  couple  of  horses 
sent  to  cover,  and  that  he  should  be  delighted  if 
Lord  Gorsehampton  would  help  Frank  to  exercise 
the  rest,  they  stayed.  Old  Snaresborough  had  got 
his  stud  in  the  \'illage,  and  he  and  the  ladies  were 
requested  to  finish  their  visit :  the  carriages  and  the 
billiard-table  were  at  their  service. 

"  Well,  Frank,  how  are  you  ?  "  said  the  Colonel, 
as  clieerfully  as  if  Frank  had  been  laid  up,  and  he 
was  about  to  reassure  a  convalescent. 

"  I  ought  to  ask  you  that,  sir  :  it's  well  it  was  no 
worse." 
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"  I  suppose  it  is,  my  boj,  as  everybody  says  so. 
How  do  you  get  on  down-stairs  ?  " 

"  Pretty  well.  I'm  afraid  tliey  find  me  a  bad 
substitute  for  you.  However,  we  had  a  good  thing 
yesterday  from  Middleton  Holt  ;  and  Charlie 
Ryder  rode  one  of  your  new  ones.  He  went 
capitally:  and  cut  us  all  down  at  the  big  fence  out 
of  Killingham  Lordship." 

"  I'm  o;lad  of  it.  I  always  said  he'd  see  a  irood 
thing  some  day,  or  break  his  neck.  And  now, 
my  boy,  tell  me  what  brought  you  here?  I 
thought  you  were  not  to  have  any  more  leave  ?  " 
Frank  looked  a  little  thoughtful. 

"  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  stick  to  the  regi- 
ment, as  you  know,  but  I  wanted  to  see  you. 
You're  scarcely  well  enough  now.  In  a  day  or 
two " 

"  Nonsense,  Frank ;  let's  have  it  out,  if  it  in- 
terests you.  Old  Cartilage  wants  to  persuade  me 
I'm  very  bad.  He  likes  coming  over  here,  I 
think  ;  he  always  enjoys  a  chat  about  hunting, 
and  seems  to  be  a  great  admirer  of  those  Trinchi- 
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nopoly  cheroots.  He's  heartily  welcome  :  but  I 
want  to  talk  to  you." 

"  Well,  sir,  you  know  I  left  my  man  Parker  in 
town  to  do  something  for  me,  intending  him  to 
come  do^yT]  here  as  soon  as  he  could,  to  help  Curry 
with  the  saddles  and  bridles,  and  make  himself 
useful  in  case  of  your  having  any  one  to  valet  ?  " 

"  That's  very  good  of  you,  Frank ;  but  I've 
never  seen  him." 

"No,  because  he  came  to  L'eland  with  some 
very  extraordinary  information." 

"  Then,  let  us  have  it.  It  must  be  good,  to  have 
brouMit  you  here.  I'm  sure  he  deserves  well  at 
my  hands.  You  know  the  Greeks  always  greeted 
the  bearers  of  good  tidings  with  extraordinary 
honom's."  It  is  remarkable  that  the  practical 
habits  of  scholarship  stick  to  a  man  a  long  time 
after  he  seems  to  have  forgotten  them.  Greek 
tragedy  came  back  to  the  Colonel  then  without 
his  knowing  how.  Then  Frank  proceeded  with 
his  story : 

"  You  remember  an  old  Indian  woman  who  was 
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occasionally  at  Madame  Eosenf els's  ?  She  nursed 
Violet."  Here  lie  blushed,  but  proceeded :  "  You 
may  have  heard  Colville  speak  of  her,  if  you  never 
saw  her." 

"  I  recollect,  my  boy ;  they  called  her  Baba. 
And  what  of  her?" 

"  She's  dead." 

"  That's  very  unfortunate  for  her :  but  I  don't 
see  how  it  affects  us." 

"  She  made  a  very  extraordinary  statement,  my 
dear  father,  on  her  death-bed,  which,  if  true,  does 
affect  us  both." 

"  And  what  was  it  ?  "  The  Colonel  began  to  be 
interested. 

^'  That  Violet  Carloss  is  not  Violet  Carloss,  but 
somebody  else."  Here  the  Colonel,  changed 
colour  perceptibly,  and  feebly  wiped  his  brow  with 
a  very  white  cambric  handkerchief.  "  This  fire's 
hot,  Frank,"  said  he.  "  xlnd  to  whom  did  she  say 
this?" 

"  She  said  it  to  Jonas  Parker,  who  was  there  at 
the  old  woman's  death." 

VOL.  III.  R 
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"  Jonas  Parker  is  not  tlie  brightest  of  persons. 
Anybody  else  ?  " 

"The  doctor."  Frank  did  not  reply  ^dth  the 
same  vivacity. 

"  And  who  is  the  doctor  ?  for  that  seems  to  be 
an  essential  point." 

"  Ah  !  that's  the  difficulty.  Jonas  knows  nothing 
about  him."  And  here  Frank  proceeded  to  tell 
his  father  how  Jonas  Parker  had  caught  him,  en- 
gaged him,  and  paid  hinij  but  had  not  asked  either 
his  name  or  address. 

"  And  what  were  you  going  to  do,  my  boy,  with 
this  cock-and-a-bull  story  ?  "  siiid  the  Colonel,  with 
a  deep  sigh  of  disappointment. 

"'  I  was  going  to  see  the  registrar  of  deaths  ;  he 
must  know  the  doctor." 

"  Of  course  he  must.  And  you've  been  staying 
here  to  nurse  me :  come  here,  Frank ;  bless  you, 
my  boy;  would  to  God  I  deserved  it."  The 
Colonel  took  his  boy's  hand  in  his,  and  looked 
dolefully  up  in  his  face.  He  was  very  weak,  it 
must   be  recollected,    from   his   illness ;   so   these 
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cliilclisli  freaks  and  exliibitions  of  feeling  must  be 
excused  as  not  altogether  out  of  place. 

"  I've  never  reproached  you,  sir."  Frank  was 
honest,  but  did  not  lack  feeling. 

^'  My  boy,  you  never  have  :  it  makes  it  harder 
to  bear." 

"  And  I  never  mil,  let  what  will  happen.  I'll 
bear  my  burthen  cheerfully,  sir.  It's  not  so  heavy 
as  yours,  I  know.  God  bless  you  and  me,  my  dear 
father.  If  what  I  hear  is  true,  we  may  be  happy 
enough  yet." 

"  But  it  wants  confirmation,  Frank :  and  I  can 
do  nothing." 

^'  I  have  confirmation  to  some  extent.  I  have  a 
letter  which  has  followed  me  from  Ireland  only 
this  morning.  You  see,  I'm  the  gainer  by  stopping 
to  nurse  you,  as  you  call  it."  And  then  Frank 
pulled  out  an  envelope  and  began  to  decipher  the 
letter.  It  was  from  Dr.  Millingen,  and  came  to  the 
business,  as  a  man  travels  to  academical  honour, 
by  degrees. 

"  Then  never  mind  about  that,  Frank  ;  miss  it. 
e2 
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Just  tell  me  all  about  it  yourself."  The  Doctor 
inadvertently  mentioned  the  delirium  tremens,  and 
Colonel  Beauclerc  Avas  on  tenter-hooks. 

So  Frank  read  the  letter  in  his  ovm  way.  He 
skipped  the  greater  part  of  it,  and  gave  the  Colonel 
the  important  part  of  Dr.  Millingen's  information. 

"  So  he  attended  the  two  little  cousins  ?  " 

"  Yes :  and  he  declares  that  Violet  died,  and 
Margaret  got  well.  But  Margaret  was  not  worth 
keeping,  so  Madame  transferred  the  name  of  the 
little  heiress  to  her  pauperised  cousin." 

"  That's  clever,  Frank.  But  it's  not  the  sort  of 
policy  to  pay,  my  boy." 

"  It's  paid  her  remarkably  well.  Dr.  Millingen 
wants  to  see  T/ie." 

"  Then  be  off  by  the  evening  train,  Frank.  I 
shall  do  well  enough  now.  Go,  my  boy,  and  bring 
me  some  good  news.  Oh  !  Frank,  Frank !  Is  this 
duty  or  love?" 

''  Both,  my  dear  father.  I'm  a  gainer  by  the 
first,  and  ten  thousand  times  a  gainer  by  the 
second.     I  can  ffo  this  evenino;  after  dinner." 
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"  And  I'll  be  di'essed,  and  go  down  for  an  hour. 
I  tliink  they'll  forgive  me " 

"  Very  likely,  but  you're  my  father,  not  theirs, 
and  I  won't." 

By  ten  o'clock  Frank  Beauclerc  was  on  his  way 
to  Cavendish-square,  and  the  Colonel  w^as  in  his 
own  di'awing-room. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  Doctor's  movements  had 
been  short,  sharp,  and  decisive. 

Madame  Kosenfels  had  puzzled  her  brains  to 
recal  the  name  and  circumstances  of  the  middle- 
aged  gentleman  with  whom  she  had  travelled,  and 
whom  she  had  left  with  the  fainting  passenger. 
Their  first  meeting  dispelled  all  doubts.  lie  was  the 
Mr.  Millingen  of  former  years,  the  diffident  prac- 
titioner, the  modest  and  slightly  embarrassed  young 
man  who  had  prescribed  for  the  two  children,  and 
been  unable  to  save  more  than  one  of  them.  As 
he  entered  the  room  with  his  young  friend  Red- 
gate,  Madame  Rosenfels  remembered  him  in  a 
moment. 

There  were  two  com'ses  of  action  open  to  her : 
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either  to  ignore  the  Doctor  and  all  former  associa- 
tion whateyer,  or  to  receive  him  as  an  old  acquaint- 
ance. The  first  was  out  of  the  question  altogether, 
as  his  quick  gi'ey  eye  and  intelligent  broad  fore- 
head told  her.  The  second  was  the  right  thing  to 
do,  and  Madame  did  it  to  perfection. 

Then  he  went  to  see  Violet,  with  the  prestige  of 
an  old  acquaintance :  if  he  once  fell  a  little  in  love 
with  Madame's  beauty,  he  was  not  long  in  transfer- 
ring his  affections  to  the  invalid.  He  saw  before 
him  what  Bacon  calls  the  best  part  of  beauty :  some- 
thing which  no  picture  could  express.  It  was  not 
only  the  dangerous  lip  or  eye,  the  luxuriant  hair, 
and  soft  pale  cheek,  which  took  the  Doctor  captive, 
as  it  had  done  so  many  more,  but  that  nameless 
grace  which  never  loses  its  influence :  an  innocence 
and  goodness  which  consecrates  mere  physical 
beauty,  and  robs  it  of  dangerous  tendencies  to 
which  it  is  subject. 

As  Dr.  Millingen  got  towards  what  he  meant  to 
have  been  a  confidential  disclosure  on  the  part  of 
the  lady  as  to  mental  depression,  or  cause  for  an 
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illness  which  appeared  to  have  no  source  in  ordi- 
nary pathology,  he  was  cut  short  by  the  largest 
and  most  unobtrusively  escaping  tear  he  had  ever 
seen.  Poor  Violet  turned  her  head  away,  and 
applied  a  pocket-handkerchief  that  looked  as  if  it 
never  could  have  had  any  other  occupation.  He 
took  her  hand,  and,  holding  it  in  his,  said,  "  You 
must  recollect  that  you  and  I  are  very  old  friends." 

"  Ah !"  said  she,  "  I  know  you  mean  to  be  very 
kind  to  me :  everybody  is  so :  but  don't  talk  to  me. 
It  makes  me  worse.  Besides,  I  know  that  it  only 
wants  time.  I  never  doubt  God's  goodness,  nor 
his." 

"  Yes,"  thought  the  Doctor  to  himself,  "  it's  the 
old  story  again :"  and,  having  some  recollections  of 
his  own,  he  beat  a  less  dignified  retreat  than  usual. 

Outside  the  invalid's  door  he  was  caught  by 
Alice  and  Mr.  Redfrate.    The  latter  walked  down- 

o 

stairs,  and  left  him  in  less  dangerous  society. 

"  There's  nothing  the  matter  with  your  friend : 
lungs  quite  sound,  heart  free  from  disease — that  is, 
you  know  "• — and  for  a  doctor  and  a  middle-aged 
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man  he  blushed  a  ^ood  deal — "I  found  nothino- 
there  but  the  remains  of  a  broken  collar-bone." 

"  It  was  done  when  she  was  a  child.  Then  she'll 
get  well?" 

^^  I  don't  say  that.  We  may  find  means  to  re- 
store health  to  the  body;  but  it  is  not  so  certain 
that  we  can  relieve  an  oppressed  mind.  Will  you 
be  veiy  candid  with  me,  young  lady  ?  You  should 
be,  if  you  wish  to  reclaim  your  friend." 

Alice  Colville  hesitated  only  a  moment,  and  then 
said,  "Yes,  I  will." 

She  then  told  Dr.  Millingen  all  she  knew  of  her 
friend's  sorrow  and  disappointment :  and  of  the 
heavy  weio;ht  which  uncertaintv  was  fastenino; 
upon  her  heart.  She  could  tell  him  no  more,  and 
he  had  to  guess  the  rest. 

"  And  now,  will  you  tell  me,  will  Violet  get 
well  ? "    It  was  Alice's  turn  to  question  the  Doctor. 

"  You  have  no  suspicion  of  the  circumstances 
connected  with  this  cruel  desertion,  for  it  seems  to 
be  nothing  else,"    said  Dr.  Mllingen,  instead  of 
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"  None  whatever  :  but  you  apprehend  no 
clanger  ?  "  she  inquh'ed,  anxiously. 

"  No :  that  is,  not  immediately.  And  now,  may 
I  see  Madame  Rosenf els  ?  " 

Madame  Rosenfels  was  in  the  same  room  as 
before,  but  she  had  disposed  it  differently.  She 
had  partially  drawn  the  rose-tinted  curtains,  and 
as  the  sun  shone  full  upon  the  room,  she  sat  with 
her  back  to  the  light.  She  was  not  without  a 
taste,  too,  for  mental  ornamentation  :  so  she  made 
a  selection  of  light  and  heavy  literature,  which  she 
strewed  carelessly  around  her.  She  had  taken  the 
opportunity  of  disposing  her  still  beautiful,  though 
silvered  hair,  with  all  her  skill.  As  she  sat  in  a 
comfortable  arm-chair,  with  a  delicate  piece  of 
crochet-work    in   her   hand,    she   looked   a   most 

passable  woman  of well,  never  mind  what  age. 

"  Doctors,  after  all,"  thought  she,  "  are  but  mortal : 
and  there  is  always  the  Old  Bailey  lawyer  to  fall 
back  upon." 

"  And  so  you  do  not  think  so  badly  of  Violet's 
case,  Mr. — Dr.  Millingen  ?     Ah  !  it's  a  long  time 
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since  we  met."  This  might  have  been  an  inju- 
dicious admission. 

"  I  do  not  think  badlj  of  her  case ;  but  I  do 
not  think  it  is  in  the  power  of  my  art  to  restore  her 
to  health,  unless "     Here  he  paused. 

"  Unless  what,  Doctor  Millingen  ?  Can  I  be  of 
service  to  you?" 

"  Unless  you  will  answer  me  candidly  a  question 
or  two."  Candour  was  not  Madame's  strong  point, 
but  slie  assented  by  an  inclination  of  the  head. 

"!Miss  Carloss  is  ill,  mentally:  and  it  has  affected 
generally  her  system.  She  has  had  some  painful 
struggle  or  anxiety  ?  " 

Madame  hesitated;  and  then  replied,  "She  has: 
but  I  had  reason  to  hope  that  she  had  sui*vived 
those  painful  reminiscences."  Then  she  went  on 
with  her  crochet,  to  which  she  paid  great  atten- 
tion. 

"  She  has  not :  and  I  think  her  mind,  possibly 
her  life,  is  in  danger  from  them.  If  you  have  any 
control  over  them,  I  should  strongly  advise  you  to 
allav  her  anxieties."     The  Doctor  was  treadino;  on 
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sure  ground,  since  liis  conversation  with  Alice 
Carloss.  "  The  want  of  sleep  is  destroying  her 
mind,  slowly  but  certainly." 

''  I  have  no  such  control  as  you  imagine,"  said 
the  lady,  warmly. 

"  Excuse  me,  Madame,  you  have  more  power 
than  you  choose  to  imagine." 

Here  they  were  both  silent.  He  waited,  while 
she  thought.    At  length  he  resumed : 

"The  young  lady  up -stairs  is  Miss  Violet 
Carloss?" 

"  Certainly.  You  have  as  good  reason  to  know 
it  as  anybody." 

"  Excuse  me  once  more,  Madame  Rosenfels " 
— and  lierc  the  Doctor's  voice  trembled  a  little — 
"if  I  say  that  I  have,  unfortunately,  reason  to 
doubt  it." 

Madame  Rosenfels  rose  almost  unconsciously, 
dropping  her  work  as  she  did  so,  and  staring  into 
the  face  of  the  mysterious  physician.  He  looked  at 
her  as  fixedly,  but  more  calmly,  for  he  recovered 
himself,  and  said : 
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"  I  have  seen  your  late  ayah.  She  made  a  most 
extraordinary  statement  upon  her  death-bed  to  me." 

"  The  ravings  of  dehrium,  sir.  Where  are  the 
proofs  ?  Your  zeal  for  your  patient  outstrips  your 
discretion ;"  and  ^ladame  laughed  rather  insolently. 

"  I  was  not  alone :  nor  were  those  ravings. 
There  was  a  man  called  Jonas  Parker ;  one  who 
had  been  in  India."  The  Doctor  did  not  see  the 
cold  perspiration  which  stood  upon  the  lady's  fore- 
head at  the  mention  of  this  name.  "  He  has  con- 
firmed in  an  extraordinary  manner  the  truth  of 
these  assertions." 

^ladame  was  not  yet  beaten ;  she  retui'ned  to 
the  attack.  '^  And  do  you  believe  these  two  persons, 
who  may  have  had  an  object  in  making  such 
charges  without  any  means  of  verifying  them  ?  " 

"  They  made  no  charges,  but  stated  what  they 
believed  to  be  facts.  They  attributed  no  motives, 
and  accused  no  person." 

"  Then,  sir,  am  I  to  understand  that  the  accu- 
sation is  made  by  you?" 

"An  accusation  has  never  been  made  at  all.  An 
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implication  follows  on  the  face  of  certain  facts. 
It  leads  to  a  suspicion  of  injustice  on  your  part.  If 
you  can  remove  it,  do  so.  It  can  scarcely  cost  you 
much." 

Madame  Eosenfels  thought  Doctor  Millingen  a 
bad  judge  of  that  part  of  the  question.  She  won- 
dered how  much  he  really  did  know,  and  could  not 
see  clearly  how  to  find  out.    At  length  she  said : 

"  I  am  at  a  loss  to  know  the  grounds  of  such 
unworthy  suspicions  on  the  part  of  a  gentleman 
who  ought  to  be  able  to  protect  me  from 
them."  ^Madame  thought  it  right  here  to  make  use 
of  her  handkerchief,  which  was  of  the  very  best 
cambric. 

The  Doctor  was  a  man  eminently  truthful,  but 
he  was  not  one  to  give  unnecessary  pain.  In  the 
present  case  he  believed  the  recovery  of  his  new 
patient  to  depend  upon  a  chain  of  events,  the 
links  of  which  would  require  to  be  exhibited. 

"  I  will  protect  you  from  their  inconveniences, 
if  I  can  do  so.  Family  mysteries  are  common 
enough  to  our  profession,  and  are  as  sacred  as  the 
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secrets  of  tlie  confessional.  A  lady  had  tlie  care 
of  two  little  girls,  cousins,  Violet  and  [Margaret, 
tlie  one  rich,  the  other  poor.  The  guardianship 
of  the  property  and  of  the  children  -svas  in  her 
hands.  The  rich  one,  Violet,  died ;  and  the  care 
of  the  property  lapsed.  What  more  easy  than 
the  substitution  of  one  name  for  the  other?  There 
Tras  an  awkward  witness  in  the  doctor ;  he  was  a 
young  man,  and  not  difficult  to  be  deceived.  An 
oversight,  a  mistake  in  his  note-book.  Knowing 
nothing,  and  influenced  by  circumstances,  he  ac- 
cepted the  position :  not,  however,  implicitly  or 
in  its  integrity.  Time,  change,  experience,  and 
strength  came  to  him  as  to  others.  Accident 
brought  back,  after  many  years,  the  circumstances, 
by  introducing  him  to  another  witness,  the  nm*se 
who  came  over  with  the  chikken,  and  an  Indian 
soldier  who  had  knoT^m  them  as  well  as  the  nm'se 
or  the  lady  herself." 

]Madame  listened  veiy  attentively,  and  failed,  as 
vet,  to  see  any  signal  disadvantage  under  which 
she  laboured ;  at  least  so  she  persuaded  herself. 
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"  The  statements  of  these  two  persons  agree  as 
to  the  death  of  Violet,  the  heiress  ;  and  the  re- 
covery and  subsequent  growth  of  her  cousin  Mar- 
garet under  the  assumed  name." 

"And  the  motive?" 

"Motives  are  inscrutable,  but  may  be  sur- 
mised in  the  enjoyment  of  the  property." 

"  And  does  the  medical  evidence  go  no  further 
than  this?"  said  Madame,  brio-htenino;  a2;ain  with 
a  triumphant  smile. 

"  To  the  extent  of  unaltered  memoranda  as  to 
names  and  cases.  The  doctor  was  then  young, 
and  such  things  impress  one  forcibly  on  our 
entrance  into  life.  In  fact,  I  remember  one  of 
those  little  girls  had  broken  a  collar-bone  on  board 
ship." 

"  Yes  :  poor  little  Margaret !  thanks  to  Parker's 
stupidity,"  said  Madame,  confidently. 

"  Do  you  know  that  the  young  lady  up-stairs 
has  been  equally  unfortunate  ?  " 

"  Sir :    do  you  mean ^"  and   the   lady  was 

beginning  to  be  very  angiy. 
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"I  mean  to  say,  that  from  the  nature  of  the 
fracture  at  that  early  age,  and  its  improper 
settinor,  the  bones  have  so  united  as  to  leave  no 
possibility  of  doubt  upon  the  subject.  I  disco- 
vered it  in  a  necessary  examination  with  the 
stethoscope,  and  I  have  an  ineffaceable  recollec- 
tion as  well  as  memorandum  of  the  circumstance." 

^ladame  Eosenfels  was  getting  beat,  but  she 
suddenly  revived. 

"And  the  registration  of  death?  it  depended 
upon  you." 

"The  name  appears  on  the  registry  as  Violet 
Carloss."  It  will  be  observed  that  by  this  time 
both  the  lady  and  gentlemen  had  ceased  to  talk 
enigmatically. 

"  It  was  entered  so  at  the  time  of  death,  and  it 
will  be  sufficient  to  say  that  it  has  never  been 
altered.  As  a  matter  of  evidence,  that  fact  is 
afrainst  you.  You  left  Southsea  immediately,  and 
no  order  was  given  to  the  persons  connected  with 
the  registiy  or  the  funeral  beyond  those  which 
were  given  at  first.     You  were  yourself  in  attend- 
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ance  on  the  surviving  child,  and  the  nurse,  who 
was  more  or  less  ignorant  of  our  language  and 
customs,  and  Jonas  Parker,  were  the  only  persons 
present  at  the  funeral.  The  stone  which  stands 
at  the  head  of  the  little  sufferer,  which  you  have 
never  seen,  has  the  right  initials  too." 

Madame  Rosenfels  begins  to  think  that  a  little 
more  exhibition  of  feeling  and  interest  in  the 
dead  child  might  have  saved  her  some  present 
humiliation. 

"  Madame  Rosenfels,"  said  Dr.  Millingen 
again,  after  some  moments  of  silence,  "  will  you 
cancel  an  act  of  great  injustice  at  little  expense?" 
Madame  was  silent.  "  I  have  no  idle  curiosity 
to  gratify,  but  if  you  will  trust  me,  I  believe  I 
can  make  the  necessary  disclosures  without  causing 
you  personal  distress.     Let  me  try  to  do  so." 

All  the  time  she  was  thinking  of  the  difficulty 
that  surrounded  her  confession,  and  the  loophole 
which  her  enf]fa<Tement  to  Shearham  afforded  her 
in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view.  The  offer  of  the 
Doctor    contained   some   comfort   to   her    chafed 

VOL.  III.  S 
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spirit.  If  it  was  to  be  done,  the  less  personal 
humiliation  the  better.  It  was  kindly  meant  and 
delicately  offered.  At  length  she  said,  in  a  low 
tone  (the  sun  had  gone  behind  a  cloud)  : 

'^  Do  you  know  Mr.  Beauclerc  ?  " 

''  I  have  lately  heard  of  him  only  in  connexion 
with  your  ward.  Parker  has  taken  service  with 
him.  and  is  a  sort  of  confidential  servant.  There 
is  some  curious  bond  between  them  of  mutual 
obligation." 

"He  helped  to  save  the  life  of  Violet  a  year 
ago.     Do  you  know  his  adcbess  ?" 

"  He's  with  his  regiment,  I  believe,  which  is 
qnartered  in  Ireland." 

"  Then  write  to  him,  Dr.  Millingen,  and  tell 
him  what  you  know :  he  is  the  person  most  con- 
cerned. Fear  of  poverty  and  hardship  made  a 
coward  of  me.  It  has  of  others  before  me,  and 
will  aixain.  Mv  life  has  been  a  falsehood,  Dr. 
MilUngen,  and  were  it  to  come  over  again,  I 
hardly  know  that  I  should  dare  to  be  more 
honest." 
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^^  Stay,  Madame  Rosenf els  :  you  are  doing  only 
what  is  riglitj  but  it  is  at  a  sacrifice.  Can  I  be 
of  future  service  to  you?  Write  to  me  or  call 
on  me.     There  is  my  card." 

"  Thank  you,  it  is  at  some  sacrifice :  but  you 
have  taken  the  heaviest  load  from  my  heart. 
Violet's  fortune  goes  to  her  brother,  Captain 
Carloss,  with  the  exception  of  a  small  provision 
for  me,  and  for  the  girl  whom  I  have  enriched  for 
seventeen  years,  and  protected.  If  she  lives,  she 
Avill  never  know  the  want  of  it.  The  only  obstacle 
to  her  marriage  is  removed  :  I  know  Frank  Beau- 
clerc  and — his  father,"  she  added,  after  a  pause. 
"  They  will  let  her  want  for  nothing."  With  this 
Madame  Rosenfels  rose  to  her  full  height.  As 
usual,  she  had  shuffled  off  the  most  painful  part  of 
the  business  to  other  shoulders,  and  she  would  be 
able  to  gratify  her  feelings  by  an  act  of  justice, 
without  material  prejudice  to  her  position.  At  all 
events,  she  thought  so.  So  she  shook  hands  with 
Dr.  Milliiigen  in  an  empressc  manner,  and  went 
to  Violet  to  announce  tlie  withdrawal  of  her  oppo- 
s2 
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sition.  "  You  will  regard  a  family  secret  as  the 
seal  of  confession,  Dr.  Millingen." 

"  That's  a  wonderful  woman/'  said  the  Doctor 
to  himself,  as  he  stood  at  the  window  looking  on 
to  the  East  Cliff.  "  A  gi-eat  appreciation  of  self, 
and  much  tenacity  of  purpose.  '  She  has  the  cha- 
racteristics of  the  most  indomitable  perseverance.' 
Poor  old  Jones  I  he  was  a  physiognomist  after  all. 
*■  If  she  sets  out  on  a  scent  she'll  follow  it  with  the 
tenacity  of  a  bloodliound' — he  was  about  right, 
poor  fellow ;  he's  been  dead  this  twelve  years  : 
what  a  practice  it  was  I " 

Then  he  collected  his  ideas,  and  got  his  mate- 
rials together  veiy  carefully :  by  which  time 
Kedgate's  servant  was  at  the  door  with  his  horse  ; 
and  the  Doctor  took  his  airing  on  the  Downs. 
That  evening  s  post  took  a  letter  to  Frank  Beau- 
clerc,  and  it  was  four  days  before  he  got  it. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

ONE   MORE   TRIAL,    BUT   THE   LAST. 

Qua  tibi  summa  boni  est :  hue  dirigis  arcum. 

Much  wondered  the  Doctor  at  Frank's  delay. 
Many  misgivings  had  he  :  and  so  had  Madame  Ro- 
senfels,  as  to  the  result  of  her  elucidations.  Violet 
alone,  for  we  must  continue  to  know  her  by  that 
name,  never  wondered,  never  mistrusted.  She 
prayed  that  he  might  not  be  long  in  coming,  but 
she  knew  he  would  come  sooner  or  later. 

At  length  it  came,  late  at  night :  a  gentle 
double  knock,  not  loud  but  impatient,  with  some 
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feebleness  of  resolution.  Dr.  Millingen  was 
reading  in  liis  library,  at  the  back  of  a  good 
house  in  Montagu-square.  The  rain  was  coming 
down  slowly,  but  perseveringly,  and  he  muttered 
to  himself :  "  Here's  a  night  for  my  horses ;  well, 
it  can't  be  helped." 

The  door  flew  open  before  he  could  say  or 
think  more,  and  his  servant  presented  a  card. 
Mr.  Beauclerc,  — th  Hussars.  "  Where  have  you 
left  him?" 

"  In  the  front  room,  sir."' 

"  Turn  on  the  gas  :  and  say  I'll  be  with  him 
directly.  I  should  like  to  look  at  him.  Fancy 
the  woman  dying  for  him.  He  ought  to  be  some- 
thincp  worth  the  inconvenience."     And  when  he 

o 

saw  him  he  admitted  that  he  was. 

Frank  paced  the  floor  till  the  Doctor  appeared : 
wondering  vdiat  he  had  to  say  :  presuming,  at  the 
same  time,  that  it  must  be  something  to  his  advan- 
tage. He  was  not  of  a  sanguine  temperament, 
but  with  tlie  intelh^ence  he  had  received  it  was 
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but  natural.  The  cabman  was  getting  gradually 
wetter  and  more  patient,  whilst  his  employer  in- 
side was  getting  drier  and  more  impatient. 

At  length  the  Doctor  came,  having  taken  off 
his  cbessing-gown,  in  which  he  indulged  by  him- 
self or  in  company  with  his  books  only ;  and  he 
was  not  very  much  surprised  at  the  young  lady's 
preference. 

"  Dr.  Millingen,  I  am  here  at  your  suggestion  : 
part  of  the  extraordinary  revelations  you  have 
to  make  to  me  I  already  have  learnt  from  my 
servant :  will  you  kindly  give  me  the  confirmation 
of  his  report,  if  you  are  in  a  position  to  do  so." 

The  Doctor  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  some 
claret.  "Would  Mr.  Beauclerc  take  anything 
after  his  journey? — a  tray  could  be  got  imme- 
diately." But  Frank  was  not  able  to  eat — he 
promised  to  do  justice  to  the  claret  instead. 

Then  the  Doctor  gave  him  a  distinct  account 
of  the  particulars  already  known  to  the  reader. 
He  related  to  him   the  contrivance  to   secure    a 
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continuance  of  the  money,  simple  but  effective. 
The  parents  who  might  have  identified  the  chil- 
dren had  died.  Madame  was  an  extraordinary 
woman,  and  really  Providence  had  rather  been 
on  her  side;  had  held  out  a  great  many  tempta- 
tions. Then  he  recapitulated  the  strange  coin- 
cidences of  the  reappearance  of  Jonas  Parker 
and  his  own  interference  with  the  dying  nurse : 
which  showed  that  Providence,  after  all,  had 
played  a  pretty  even  game  between  them.  Still, 
Madame  was  an  extraordinary  woman,  and  the 
whole  business  more  like  a  romance  than  real  life. 
To  be  sure  he  knew  a  few  things,  but ^" 

"  May  I  go  down  to  Brighton  to-morrow  morn- 
ing ?  "  asked  Frank,  after  thanking  the  Doctor  for 
his  patience  and  his  kindness." 

"  If  you'll  take  a  letter  from  me  to  my  friend 
Redgate,  who  attends  Miss  Carloss.  Without 
that  I  should  scarcely  advise  it.  I'll  sit  down  and 
"svrite  it  now." 

"  May  I  do  the  same  to  my  father  ?  I  left  him 
an  invalid  from  a  fall  out  hunting."     In  a  few 
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minutes  both  were  writing ;  the  one  to  Beauvale, 
the  other  to  Brighton. 

The  letter  to  the  Colonel  contained  a  few  kind 
words  of  assurance,  and  corroborated  the  statement 
which  had  been  already  made.  It  promised  further 
details ;  and  its  confident  tone  cheered  Colonel 
Beauclerc,  and  recompensed  him  for  his  son's 
absence. 

The  letter  to  Redgate  was  a  little  different  from 
that  which  Frank  expected  or  would  have  desired. 
But  what  the  eye  does  not  see,  the  heart  need  not 
grieve  at.  It  was  laconic,  and  may  therefore  be 
given  i)i  extenso : 

"  My  dear  Redgate, — On  no  account  permit 
the  bearer,  Mr.  Frank  Beauclerc,  to  see  or  have 
any  communication  with  Miss  Carloss  for  a  day  or 
two.  I  will  let  Madame  Rosenfels  know  of  his 
arrival  in  Brighton,  before  he  can  possibly  see  her, 
and  that  lady  will  manage  her  own  affairs  without 
any  further  interference.  I  need  hardly  say  that 
the  young   man,  who  is  as  fine  a  fellow  as  you 
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ever  saw,  is  supposed  to  have  something  to  do  Avith 
the  young  lady's  tendency  to  '  heart  complaint.' 
"  Ever  yours, 

"  M.  D.  MiLLIXGEN. 

"  P.S. — The  young  man  is  drinking  my  claret 
with  an  impatience  worthy  of  a  better  cause.  Be 
sure  you  do  not  let  him  see  her." 

Ha\^no-  secured  his  note,  which  he  imamned  to 
be  an  open  sesame  to  the  presence  of  Violet  Car- 
loss,  Frank  thought  of  his  cabman,  and  proposed 
to  wish  the  Doctor  good  night. 

"  Good  night,  Mr.  Beauclerc.  You'll  make  my 
kind  reo;ards  to  the  ladies,  and  don't  forsjot  to 
thank  Miss  Colville.  She's  better  than  all  the 
hired  nurses  in  England.  Ah !  she'd  make  some 
man  happy  enough ;  but  it's  well  we  don't  all 
think  alike."  Doctor  Millingen  was  preparing  to 
ring  the  bell,  seeing  that  Frank  was  already  on 
his  legs. 

"  It  would  be  a  terrible  world  for  the  weak 
ones  if  we  did;  and  now  let  me  thank  you  for 
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your  kindness.  You  cannot  know  the  liappiiiess 
you  have  been  the  means  of  diffusing,  and  I  owe 
you  more  than  any  one  for  my  share  of  it."  Frank 
held  out  his  hand,  and,  as  the  Doctor  took  it  and 
pressed  it  warmly,  he  added,  in  a  slightly  inqui- 
sitive tone  of  voice, 

"  Mr.  Bcauclerc,  I  wish  you  every  happiness  ; 
but  I  never  knew  till  now  how  much  there  Avas  in 
a  name."  Frank  understood  the  allusion,  and  a 
slight  shade  of  sadness  passed  over  his  handsome 
face  as  he  replied, 

"  Ah !  Doctor  Millingen,  that's  the  family 
secret.  We  must  keep  our  skeleton  to  oursehes ; " 
saying  which,  Frank  Beauclerc  jumped  into  his 
cab  and  was  gone. 

By  the  time  Frank  Beauclerc  had  gained  ad- 
mittance to  the  house  on  the  East  Cliff,  Madame 
Kosenfels  had-  important  business  in  London, 
which  was  likely  to  detain  her  some  days,  and 
Mrs.  Colville  Avas  installed  in  her  place.  Frank's 
colonel  was  either  the  kindest  and  most  accom- 
modating  of  men,  or  the   most  unjust  of    com- 
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manders,  if  we  may  judge  by  the  extension  of 
leave  which  family  matters  procured  at  his  hands. 
Two  or  three  weeks  passed  happily  away,  and 
already  Violet  Carloss  was  being  driven  about 
by  Frank.  There  seemed  to  be  no  difficult  ex- 
planation to  be  gone  through.  The  only  person 
who  was  disappointed  at  this  free-and-easy  method 
of  arranging  matters  was  Mrs.  Colville ;  as  she  was 
undoubtedly  the  most  rational  of  the  party,  we 
know  what  judgment  may  be  formed  of  tlie  others. 
Mrs.  Colville  desired,  but  did  not  get,  an  expla- 
nation. 

The  bloom  was  not  lono;  in  returnino;  to  Violet's 
cheek,  and  a  close  observer  might  have  detected  a 
deficiency  in  that  of  Alice  Colville. 

"  Alice  dear,  you  see  I  was  right.  AVe  all 
want  faith." 

"  Faith,  dear,  in  whom  or  what  ?  "  said  Alice, 
waking  up  from  a  reverie. 

"  Wliy,  in  Frank  Beauclerc,  to  be  sure.  I  never 
lost  mine." 

"No,    dear,  you   did   not;    you    deserve    him. 
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]\Iine  has  been  all  in  myself ;  now  I  must  look  a 
little  higher."  Saying  which,  she  put  her  arms 
round  her  friend's  neck,  and  burst  into  tears.  I 
suppose  the  nursing  had  been  too  much  for  her. 

"Are  you  going  to  take  care  of  Violet,  ^Irs. 
Colville  ?  "  said  Frank,  one  morning. 

"  Yes,  if  you  have  no  objection.  I  have  ar- 
ranged matters  with  Madame  Rosenfels,  who  is 
going  to  be  married,  and ^" 

"  Married  ? "  said  Frank  Beauclerc,  in  sur- 
prise. 

"  Yes ;  why  not  ?  It  seems  to  me  to  have  hap- 
pened at  a  remarkably  happy  time.'' 

"  And  how  long  do  you  propose  to  find  a  home 
for  Violet?" 

"  That,  Frank,  will  depend  entirely  upon  you.'' 

So  Violet  Carloss  never  changed  her  name  till 
she  became  Mrs.  Frank  Beauclerc.  There  were 
great  rejoicings  at  Lymmersfield.  Colville,  with 
feigned  reluctance,  gave  his  pupils  a  holiday  and 
his  friends  a  dance  upon  the  occasion.  The  bells 
pealed  out  a  happy  congratulation.     Bcauvale  was 
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not  behindhand,  and  when  the  young  couple  came 
home  from  their  tour,  the  demonstration  bore 
■witness  to  his  popularity,  and  to  the  national  pre- 
disposition for  cakes  and  ale.  Tlie  Colonel  was  a 
little  subdued ;  but  he  had  attained  a  sincerity  in 
his  affection  which  gives  it  its  only  value.  There 
was  no  alloy  whatever  in  it  now. 

In  truth,  Everard  Beauclerc  was  a  little  changed. 
A  man  of  the  world  (he  was  always  likely  to  be 
that),  but  a  little  less  worldly.  Xo  man  was  braver, 
for  himself ;  but  he  had  been  harrl  hit  in  the 
person  of  his  son.  It  was  a  good  sign,  too,  that  he 
did  not  forget  his  sin  in  the  licrhtness  of  his 
punishment.  It  had  nearly  been  a  heavy  one; 
and  the  Colonel  was  honest  enough  to  trace  effects 
to  their  proper  causes.  "  Ah  I  but  for  Lord  Plin- 
limmon,  and  some  little  accidents,  what  might  they 
botli  have  been.  Frank  in  his  grave,  and  he  his 
murderer ! " 

They  sat  together  six  or  seven  months  after  the 
marriage ;  Frank  having  brought  his  wife  away 
on  a  fortnin^ht's  leave  to  Beauvale.     They  were  at 
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breakfast,  and  the  table,  as  usual,  was  surrouncled 
with  guests,  in  most  respects  happy  ones.  One 
common  cloud  alone  surrounded  them  all.  This  was 
the  war.  Scarcely  one  person  sat  there  who  could 
not  recal  a  brother,  son,  or  friend  gone  to  his  long 
home  on  the  heights  of  Alma:  or  as  having 
perished,  no  less  gloriously,  in  the  discharge  of  a 
terrible  duty  in  the  trenches.  Disease  and  the 
sword  were  doing  their  work,  and  the  victims  died 
with  less  pain  than  their  sorrowing  country  re- 
ceived the  intelligence.  Doubtless  an  inscrutable 
Providence  has  brought  good  out  of  evil ;  but  we 
failed,  as  we  always  do,  to  see  it  at  the  time,  and 
now  possibly  we  are  half  blinded  to  the  real  value 
of  our  sufferings. 

"  The  — th  Hussars,  Dragoons,  and Com- 
pany of  the  Artillery,  are  to  be  sent  forthwith  to 
the  seat  of  war,"  lisped  a  good-natured  and  not 
very  considerate  War-office  clerk,  from  the  to  him 
most  attractive  column  of  the  Times.  "  Why, 
Beauclerc,  that's  your  regiment  ?  " 

Frank  had  that  moment  placed  his  hand  on  an 
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official-looking  document  addressed  to  liim,  and 
which  he  found  on  the  breakfast-table,  in  the  hope 
of  concealing  for  a  moment  the  inteUigence  wliich 
he  guessed  it  to  contain.  He  blushed  scarlet,  made 
no  reply  to  his  interlocutor,  and  looked  furtively 
at  his  wife.  She  was  as  pale  as  death,  but  lowered 
her  face  at  once.  The  AVar-office  clerk  saw  his 
mistake,  and  asked  immediately  ^'  if  the  shooting 
was  likely  to  be  good  this  season  ?  "  He  was  evi- 
dently a  man  of  great  tact.  However,  it  Avas 
August ;  and  what  more  could  a  AVar-office  clerk 
say? 

On  the  25tli  of  October  of  the  same  year  the  — th 
Hussars  formed  part  of  the  Light  Cavaliy  Brigade. 
It  is  now  matter  of  history  how  the  Russian 
infantr}'  in  masses  crossed  the  Tchernaya,  and 
threatened  om-  communication  with  Balaclava ;  how 
the  Turks,  notwithstanding  their  fatalism,  aban- 
doned redoubt  after  redoubt,  doubtless  predestined 
to  fight  another  day,  by  the  rapidity  with  which 
they  forsook  their  post  before  the  Russian  horse, 
supported  by  guns  and  infantry.     Their  agility  on 
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the  occasion  was  described  l)y  the  most  trust- 
worthy and  intelligible  writer  of  the  day,  the 
Times  Correspondent,  as  little  in  accordance  with 
the  gravity  of  Eastern  deportment.  The  moun- 
tain gorges,  which  extend  along  the  farther  side  of 
the  valley  away  from  Balaclava,  had  poured  forth 
their  squadrons  into  the  open,  and  possessed  them- 
selves of  the  ground  occupied  by  the  weakest  of 
our  alhes.  The  stir  in  the  camp,  the  booming  of 
the  guns,  the  roll  of  musketry,  was  a  common  and 
not  unwelcome  sound  to  men  who  believed  that 
every  day  brought  them  nearer  to  a  successful 
issue.  With  the  prospect  of  victory,  they  were 
prepared,  not  for  defeat,  but  for  the  risks  and  the 
dangers  of  battle. 

But  if  there  was  one  class  of  men  above  another 
anxious  to  show  what  an  English  gentleman  can 
do,  it  was  the  daintily  fed  and  clothed,  the  re- 
verenced of  ball-rooms,  the  pets  of  boudoirs,  the 
trim  and  holiday  soldiers,  the  men  of  the  crack 
cavalry  corps,  of  whom  bluff  old  campaigners,  tried 
warriors,  and  the  rough-and-ready  captains,  were 
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apt  to  wliisper  a  little  sliglitingly.  The  Gardes  liad 
left  them  no  hole  for  cavil.  If  privileges  were  to 
exist,  Alma  had  pronounced  them  worthily  be- 
stowed on  the  favourites  of  a  peaceful  fortune. 
Balaclava,  whatever  error  of  judgment  may  have 
been  committed,  will  henceforth  proclaim  the 
show- arm  of  the  service  as  no  whit  behind  her  en- 
during and  toil-worn  infantry.  ]\Iarathon  itself 
should  have  no  more  honourable  name  for  devoted 
patriotism :  and  the  fabulous  valour  of  the  early 
days  of  Greece  and  Rome,  the  pages  of  an  Hero- 
dotus and  Li^y,  have  found  a  rival  in  the  brilliant 
cavalry  charges  of  Balaclava. 

It  seems  a  foolish  aspiration  on  the  part  of  an 
elderly  gentleman,  whose  chief  occupations  are 
those  of  scholarship  and  light  literature,  to  desire 
to  have  been  one  of  that  immortal  brigade :  but 
there  is  no  feat  connected  with  war,  and  but  few 
connected  with  peace,  so  brilliant  as  that  of  having 
cut  a  road  through  the  Russian  batteries  in  the 
valley  of  the  Tchernaya. 

Alas !  that  the  honour,  like  the  saddles,  should 
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have  been  found  so  empty !  Already  the  Greys, 
the  Enniskillens,  the  Royals,  and  the  rest  of  the 
heavy  cavalry  under  General  Scarlet,  had  per- 
formed a  prodigy  of  valour  in  the  face  of  the 
Britisli  army.  The  Russian  cavalry  had  retired  in 
confusion,  beaten  and  scattered  b}^  half  their 
number.  The  praises  of  the  gallant  fellows  who 
had  carried  death  and  confusion  among  them  were 
still  floating  on  the  air,  when  the  fatal  order, 
"There  are  the  enemy,  and  there  are  the  guns 
before  them ;  it  is  your  duty  to  take  them,"  were 
conveyed  to  the  officer  in  command.  Within  a 
few  minutes  the  brigade  advanced,  glittering  in 
the  sunshine,  and  proud  in  all  the  pomp  and  cir- 
cumstance of  war.  Silent,  calm,  and  collected, 
the  devoted  band  advance,  quicker  and  quicker, 
to  almost  certain  death.  Gaps  in  their  ranks 
appear,  and  riderless  horses  are  seen  flying  over 
the  plain.  They  are  not  checked,  and,  the  second 
line  filling  up  the  gaps  as  well  as  may  be,  with  a 
gallant  rush  which  mingles  them  with  the  Russian 
gunners,  they  enter  the  battery. 


276    THE  BEAUCLEECS,  FATHEE  AXD  SOX. 

In  the  thick  of  the  fight  beyond  the  guns  were 
two  still  un wounded — Frank  Beauclerc  and  Regi- 
nald Carloss.  Side  by  side  they  fought  in 
silence  :  their  stalwart  arms  doing  execution 
among  the  gunners,  and  helping  to  clear  their 
way  through  the  line  of  infantry  beyond.  But 
it  was  time  to  retreat,  and  still  side  by  side  they 
rode  back  towards  the  British  lines. 

"  HeavenSj  Frank,  what  a  day  I " 

"  Glorious !  and  here  come  the  Russian  Lances 
acrain.  Confound  the  fellows  :  I  thouorht  we 
were  safe."  But  they  were  not  safe :  it  was  too 
true ;  and  as  the  worn-out  and  broken  troop  min- 
gled once  more  with  the  fresh  and  vigorous  as- 
sailants, a  fire  from  the  Russian  batteries  rang 
out,  indiscriminately  mowing  down  friend  and 
foe.  The  irresistible  pluck  of  the  ^'  five  gentle- 
men," with  Colonel  Shewell  at  their  head,  again 
pulled  them  through,  but  not  as  before. 

Reginald  Carloss  galloped  by  the  side  of  his 
friend,  for  they  were  now  friends ;  but,  as  he 
galloped,  the   blood  welled  from  a  wound  in  the 
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temple,  and  every  stride  slackened  his  hold  upon 
his  horse.  Frank  remained  untouched:  and  as 
he  saw  the  fainting  condition  of  poor  Reginald, 
he  passed  his  left  arm  round  him,  catching  with 
the  other  the  reins  which  had  fallen  from  his 
grasp.  With  a  horsemanship  and  steadiness 
scarcely  conceivable,  he  galloped  to  the  lines 
with  his  wounded  comrade,  leaving  the  ground 
behind  them  strewed  with  the  dying  and  the. 
dead. 

Within  a  fortnight  of  that  time  Reginald 
Carloss  was  no  more.  He  had  gone  to  his  last 
resting-place,  with  no  knowledge  of  the  dishonour 
which  hung  upon  his  mother's  name.  He  had 
been  made  acquainted,  before  leaving  England, 
with  the  details  of  those  changes  by  which  he 
became  possessed  of  his  sister's  property.  Beyond 
this,  he  had  been  content  to  forget  his  differences 
with  Frank.  They  had  never  been  intimate  as 
before,  but  had  kept  their  own  counsel,  meeting 
as  connexions  rather  than  friends.  Reginald  had 
made  no  will,  and  his  property  reverted  to 
Frank's  wife. 
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Frank  Beauclerc  was  with  him  when  he 
breathed  liis  last.  "I  can't  help  regarding  my 
cousin  Margaret  as  a  sister,  and  I  thank  God 
that  she  has  such  a  protector  as  you.  ^lay  it 
please  Him,  Frank,  to  send  you  back  safely  to 
her,  and  that  right  soon." 

But  war  was  not  yet  at  an  end:  and  before 
the  year  was  out  Frank  Beauclerc  was  wounded : 
not  dangerously,  but  severely.  Pie  did  not  die, 
but  went  home  on  sick  leave.  It  was  a  narrow 
escape,  and  cost  his  father  and  Violet  many  a 
sigh.  What  a  difference  it  had  made  in  the 
Colonel!  His  boy  lay  for  months,  shattered  in 
health,  crippled  in  body ;  for  amputation  of  the 
left  arm  had  been  found  needful.  He  would 
then  scarcely  have  pulled  through,  but,  as  Carti- 
lage observed,  ^'lie  had  such  a  woman  to  nurse 
him  " — not  a  professional  nm'se  from  the  county 
hospital,  but  his  own  dear  wife.  The  Colonel, 
too^  cheered  his  hours  of  pain  and  disappoint- 
ment by  an  affectionate  consideration  almost 
childlike.     How  he  recounted  the  good  runs,  and 
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descanted  upon  the  merits  of  Frank's  favourite 
hounds !  for  it  is  the  part  of  a  true  sportsman  to 
love  a  houndj  if  possible,  more  than  a  horse. 
Occasionally,  too,  he  would  have  cheerful  com- 
pany through  the  winter;  and,  what  witli  care 
and  a  good  natural  constitution,  with  tlie  early 
spring  Frank  Beauclerc  advanced  to  conva- 
lescence. 

"  And  when  will  Frank  be  able  to  hunt  again, 
Cartilage  ? "  said  the  Colonel,  who  longed  to  see 
him  once  more  by  his  side  in  the  saddle. 

"  As  soon  as  ever  he  can  use  his  right  hand  as 
if  it  were  two,"  replied  the  doctor,  not  seeing  any 
other  difficulty,  but  presuming  that  to  be  a  great 
one. 

It  was  a  view  of  the  case  which  had  not  yet 
struck  Colonel  Beauclerc.     In  his   delio-ht  at  his 

o 

restoration  he  had  forgotten  his  mutilation. 

"Ah!"  thought  he,  "if  I  could  but  have  suf- 
fered this  for  him — I  who  did  it  all !  I  it  was 
who  prevented  his  early  marriage,  before  war 
was  talked  of.     He  mio;ht  have  sold  out  but  for 
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that  accursed  sin  of  mine,  and  never  have  endured 
a  day's  suffering  at  all.  God  forgive  me,  I've 
plenty  to  answer  for  I " 

Then,  as  the  summer  went  on,  he  became 
quite  himself  again  :  and  was  seen  about  Beau- 
vale  nding  with  his  wife,  whom  he  idolised,  and 
with  his  father,  who  idolised  them  both. 

But  he  was  different  altogether  from  what  we 
have  seen  him.  He  was  now  bronzed  and  soldier- 
like, with  a  great  calm  way  about  him,  quite  the 
man  of  the  neighbom'hood.  He  had  a  boy,  too, 
to  join  two  hearts  in  one,  had  such  a  thing  been 
wanting. 

'^  When  will  Beauclerc  be  in  town,  Ashdale  ?  " 
said  Lord  Plinlimmon.  "I  am  most  anxious  to 
be  presented  to  ^Irs.  Beauclerc." 

"  I'm  sure  my  cousin  " — he  was  a  cousin  even 
for  the  Ashdales  to  be  proud  of —  "  will  feel  much 
flattered  when  I  tell  him :  but  I  hardly  expect  him 
before  the  season." 

"  What  does  he  down  at  Beauvale  ?  It  must  be 
stupid  for  them  now  that  he's  so  shaken  in  health, 
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and  ^Yitll  the  loss  of  an  arm,  poor  fellow :  lie  can 
scarcely  enjoy  a  country  life  as  lie  used  to." 

"Your  Grace  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  he  is 
quite  recoveredj  and  that  only  last  week  he  rode 
over  fourteen  feet  of  water  in  the  Muddiford 
Vale.  There  were  only  six  got  over  safely,  and 
he  was  the  first." 

"  Bless  my  soul !  you  don't  say  so !  And  IVIrs. 
Beauclerc — is  she  as  lovely  as  they  say  ?  " 

"  There  never  was  such  a  woman  in  this  world. 
She  kept  the  Squire  alive  while  Frank  w^as  away, 
and  she  has  kept  Frank  alive  since  his  return. 
She  was  very  handsome  as  a  girl  a  few  years  ago, 
but  she  has  become  perfectly  beautiful.  Marriage 
improves  people  wonderfully,  my  Lord." 

"  So  it  does,"  said  the  Earl.  "  Sir,  you're 
right."  And,  if  so,  he  couldn't  help  feeling  that 
they  were  wrong ;  so  he  added  at  once,  "  Why 
don't  you  marry,  Ashdale  ?  " 

"Can't  afford  it,  sir;  pay's  so  bad.  Can't  all 
be  Field-Marshals  ;"  adding,  as  he  bowed  his  adieu 
with  a  venial  flattery,  "  we  don't  all  deserve  it." 
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]Mrs.  Frank  Beauclerc  was  all  that  Captain 
Aslidale  had  said,  and,  when  the  Earl  was  pre- 
sented, the  fastidious  critic  had  nothing  tu  find 
fault  with.  Frank 'himself  was  persuaded  to  stand 
for  the  county,  and  he  did  so.  It  was  not  a  time 
to  reject  a  Crimean  hero,  and,  as  he  stood  on  the 
hustmcrs  and  adverted  to  the  blessino-s  of  renewed 
peace,  the  expansion  of  general  mtelligence,  and 
the  true  spirit  of  liberality,  wliich  was  to  be  at- 
tained as  much  by  avoiding  the  faults  of  our 
neighbours  as  by  copying  their  apparent  excel- 
lences, it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  he  secured 
a  handsome  majority.  ^Irs.  Frank  Beauclerc's 
canvas  was  the  most  successful  upon  record. 
"  Omne  tulit  punctum  qui  miscuit,  utile  dulci." 

''-  Frank,  my  boy,  I've  much  to  be  thankful  for 
still,"  said  Everard  Beauclerc,  at  the  close  of  the 
contest.  ''  I  have  never  deserved  much  at  the 
hands  of  Providence,  yet  I  seem  to  have  every- 
thing I  wish  for.*' 

"  If  we  none  of  us  had  more  than  our  merits, 
my  dear  father,  we  should  some  of  us  be  badly  off. 
Your  £ri'atification " 


ONE  :^[onE  tpjal,  but  the  last.        283 

"  Is-  in  your  success,  Frank,  and  in  the  happiness 
of  your  ^Yife  and  children." 

There  are  always  a  few  friends  who  have  tra- 
velled the  journey  with  us,  or  helped  us  on  our 
way,  whose  future  we  should  be  glad  to  know. 
Madame  Rosenfels  gave  up  her  cottage  at  Lym- 
mersfield,  and,  preparatory  to  her  marriage,  went 
to  London.  Her  secret  was  inviolably  kept  by 
Doctor  Millingen,  but  it  oozed  out  by  scraps,  and, 
as  truth  is  strano;er  than  fiction,  so  io'uorance  is 
more  noisy  than  knowledge.  She  sat  by  herself 
one  morning  contemplating  the  possibility  of  turn- 
ino;  Mr.  Shearham  into  a  man  of  fashion  and  a 
member  of  Parliament,  when  a  mildewed-looking 
Avoman,  in  a  black  bombazine  dress  and  some 
trimmings  of  a  lachrymose  description,  entered 
her  room,  after  a  modest  application  at  the  door 
which  had  been  unattended  to. 

"  I'm  given  to  understand,  ma'am,  that  you  con- 
template a  marriage  with  iSiv.  Shearham,  of  the 
firm  of  Shearham  and  Fleecehall  ?  " 

"  May  I  ask  by  what  right  you  assume  anything 
of  the  sort?"  said  Madame,  feeling  that  a  mildewy 
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■svoman,  Avitli  some  remains  of  good  looks,  but  no 
crinoline,  had  not  any  business  to  put  such  a  ques- 
tion to  her. 

"  By  the  right  which  that  certificate  gives  me ;" 
and  she  exhibited  a  soiled  piece  of  paper,  which 
purported  to  be  a  copy  from  the  marriage  register 
of  St.  Pancras  church.  "  You  can  verify  it,  ma'am, 
if  you  please  (you  see  the  dates  and  names?),  and 
have  an  attested  copy  for  half-a-crown." 

Alas !  it  was  true :  at  the  eleventh  hour,  INIi's. 
Shearham  number  one  had  determined  upon  pre- 
venting ^Ir.  Shearham  from  being  sent  out  of  the 
country  for  bigamy  to  her  detriment.  She  had 
been  long  in  the  enjoyment  of  alimony  to  the 
extent  of  seventeen  and  sixpence  a  week,  quamdin 
bene  se  gesserit,  and  she  was  not  likely  to  forfeit 
it  by  any  misconduct  now.  Madame  Eosenfels 
had  too  much  self-respect,  even  in  her  poverty,  to 
become  wittingly  the  mistress  of  a  man  she  had  no 
regard  for ;  so  she  declined  to  carry  out  the  pro- 
posed arrangement.  The  diminution  of  her  for- 
tune tempered  the  disappointment  to  her  lover. 

Slic  Avas   last  heard  of  as   a  decayed  English 
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woman  of  liio-h  birth  o-ivino;  instruction  in  the 
English  language,  and  an  example  of  English  mo- 
rality, to  the  daughters  of  a  Kussian  nobleman. 

The  Griffin  is  married.  Her  extraordinary 
talents  found  favour  in  the  sight  of  jMi\  Kedgate, 
"who  is  fast  becoming  the  great  man  of  his  day.  A 
brilliant  discovery  in  connexion  with  the  action  of 
certain  poisons  upon  the  skin  (he  calls  it  epidermis), 
has  been  of  infinite  service  to  him ;  but  his  really 
great  discovery  was  the  good  qualities  of  Alice 
Colville. 

Her  father  and  mother  are  just  now  at  Lym- 
mersfield,  surrounded  by  olive-branches  almost  fit 
to  bear  fruit  themselves.  He  is  more  than  ever 
persuaded  that  the  modern  system  of  education 
is  a  mistake.  That  it  is  wiser  to  restrain  the 
pleasures  of  pipe-colouring  in  young  gentlemen 
of  tender  years,  and  the  roving  propensities  of 
eighteen,  by  strict  discipline,  than  to  encourage  the 
neglect  of  scholarship  and  accuracy  for  the  sake 
of  bad  French  and  questionable  arithmetic.  He 
cherishes  some  antiquated  notions  as  to  the  value 
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of  Latin  and  Greek,  and  believes  that  Eton  and 
Harrow  are  still  capable  of  producing  gentlemen 
for  the  service  of  their  country  in  almost  any 
capacity.  He  has  many  other  notions  of  this  kind, 
with  foolish  prejudices  on  the  subject  of  French 
pockets,  ornamental  beads,  billy- cock  hats,  and 
Sydenham  trousers.  But  his  views  are  obsolete, 
and  he  is  about  retiring  from  public  life  to  a  living 
to  which  the  Chancellor  is  about  to  present  him, 
at  the  earnest  request  of  Frank  Beauclerc,  ]M.P. 
for shire. 


THE  END. 
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